Tins  4 


Winged   Arrow's 

Medicine 

THE  MASSACRE  AT  FORT  PHIL  KEARNEY 

BY 

HARRY   CASTLEMON 

Author  of  "  The  First  Captuve  "  "  Gun  Boat  Series."  etc.,  etc. 

ILLUSTRATED 

BY 

W.  H.  FRY 


AKRON,  Ohio 

THE  SAALFIELD  PUBLISHING  COMPANY 

NEW  YORK 

CHICAGO 

CCPYRIGHT,    I90X. 
BY 

THB   SAALFIELD  PUBLISHING  CO. 


CONTENTS 


CHAPTER  I. 

Pagb 

The    Second    Lieutenant     ••.«••••      9 


CHAPTER  II. 
An  Invitation     «     .     . 21 

CHAPTER  III. 
Winged  Arrow •    •    .    84 

CHAPTER   IV. 
The  Medicine •     •    •    •    «    47 

CHAPTER  V. 
The  Reprimand .59 

CHAPTER  VI. 

The  Bundle  of  Sage  Brush     .......     71 

(6) 


6  WINGED  ARROW'S  MEDICINE 

CHAPTER   VII. 

Pa&b 

«Good-By,  Cyeus" 86 

CHAPTER  VIII. 
In  the   Hands  of  the   Sioux -     .     101 

CHAPTER   IX. 
The  Medicine  Works  Wonders 116 

CHAPTER  X. 
Guy  Is  Astonished 133 

CHAPTER   XI. 
In  the   Signal   Towee 150 

CHAPTER   XII. 
What  Guy  Saw .    •    .         167 

CHAPTER  XIII. 
Colonel  Carrington  Is  Depressed     ....     181 

CHAPTER  XIV. 
Im  the  Sioux   Camp 200 


CO^TExsTS  7 

CHAPTER  XV. 

Page 

What  Winged  Arrow  Saw 214 

CHAPTER   XVI. 
After  the  Massacre 228 

CHAPTER  XVII. 
Be- enforcements  Arrive 242 

CHAPTER  X/Ilx. 
A  Prisoner  at  Last 259 

CHAPTER  XIX. 
Conclusion .     274 


CHAPTER  I. 
The  Second  Lieutenant 

GUY  Preston  was  a  young  and  beardless  boy 
fresh  from  "  The  Point."  He  was  now  at- 
tached to  the  — th  cavalry  and  was  one  of  three 
bundred  men  who  hod  been  ordered  to  that  far- 
&.way  country  to  assist  in  building  the  fort, 
which  was  named  after  the  lamented  hero,  Phil 
Kearney.  He  had  left  the  fort  a  short  time 
before,  and  was  out  after  prairie  chickens,  being 
armed  with  a  double-barreled  shotgun.  The 
brace  of  birds  which  was  tied  to  the  pommel 
of  his  saddle  proved  that  he  was  something 
of  an  adept  at  shooting  on  the  wing.  He  was 
dressed  in  the  uniform  of  the  cavalry  service, 
with  a  pair  of  straps  on  his  shoulders  that  were 
decidedly  the  worse  for  wear,  and  his  horse,  a 
Kentucky  thoroughbred,  which,  although  seem- 
ingly impatient  to  exhibit  the  mettle  that  was 
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in  him,  was  obedient  to  the  rein  and  stopped  or 
went  ahead  when  his  owner  commanded  him. 

"  There  do  not  seem  to  be  many  ciiickens 
here,  Tom,  and  so  I  think  we  will  go  back  to 
the  Fort,"  said  Guy,  raising  himself  in  his  stir- 
rups and  casting  impatient  glances  on  all  sides 
of  him.  *'  We  w^ere  told  to  stay  w^ithin  sight  of 
the  fortifications,  but  that  last  prairie  chicken 
was  too  much  for  me.  It  made  me  dis- 
obey orders.  There  does  not  seem  to  be  ary 
Sioux  here  either,  and  I  don't  see  why  they  can- 
not let  us  alone.  Vf e  could  see  plenty  of  fun  in 
hunting  if  that  miserable  Red  Cloud  was  out  of 
the  way." 

Guy  Preston  was  not  the  only  one  who  wished 
that  same  thing  of  Red  Cloud.  His  regiment 
had  been  stationed,  in  the  first  place,  at  Fort 
Robinson  in  Nebraska,  which  was  the  cen- 
tral point  from  which  operations  against 
the  hostiles  were  organized.  And  what  had 
caused  this  Red  Cloud  to  go  on  the  war- 
path? It  was  simply  because  the  United 
States  government  had  determined  to  open  a 
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road  to  Montana  by  way  of  Powder  River.  The 
way  the  road  was  laid  out  made  it  necessary 
that  it  should  pass  through  the  favorite  hunting 
ground  of  the  Sioux  Indians,  and  some  of  them 
were  fiercely  opposed  to  it.  The  authorities 
made  treaties  with  the  hereditary  chiefs  by 
whom  the  right  of  way  was  granted,  but  the 
dissatisfaction  that  arose  on  account  of  it  was 
so  great  that  it  led  to  an  open  rupture. 

Red  Cloud  was  not  an  hereditary  chief;  that 
is,  he  was  not  a  chief  of  any  sort.  He  belonged 
to  ''the  rank  and  file"  of  the  band,  but  he 
was  ambitious  to  become  something  better. 
The  uneasiness  among  the  Indians  gave  him  a 
glorious  chance.  He  denounced  the  treaties 
and  their  makers,  and  declared  war  to  the 
knife  against  every  white  man  who  came  over 
that  road  or  ventured  into  that  country. 

There  are  always  some  discontented  ones 
among  the  Indians,  men  who  cannot  rest  easy 
unless  they  are  on  the  warpath,  and  crowds  of 
these  warriors  flocked  to  his  standard.  The 
Sioux  nation  was  tho  most  powerful  of  any 
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tribe  on  this  continent.  They  were  rich  in 
everything  that  goes  to  make  up  an  Indian's 
idea  of  wealth, — ponies,  furs,  and  weapons;  and, 
more  than  all,  the  countless  numbers  of  buf- 
falo that  roamed  through  the  Powder  River 
country  made  them  independent  of  the  whites. 
They  numbered  20,000  in  all,  and  could  put 
3,000  warriors  in  the  field.  The  hereditary 
chiefs  very  soon  found  themselves  deserted  and 
powerless  when  Eed  Cloud  raised  his  standard, 
and  in  some  instances  were  only  too  glad  to 
preserve  their  control  over  their  bands  by 
acknowledging  the  new  chief  as  their  master. 
Finding  himself  at  the  head  of  so  strong  a 
force,  Red  Cloud  took  to  the  warpath  at 
once,  and  a  long,  tedious  war  ensued,  during 
which  he  made  a  great  reputation.  Avoiding 
any  serious  engagement,  he  so  harassed  all 
trains  and  expeditions  sent  against  him  that 
the  few  troops  then  in  his  country  could 
scarcely  be  said  to  hold  even  the  ground  they 
actually  stood  upon.  Several  forts  were  estab- 
lished, but  they  protected  only  what  was  in- 
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side  their  palisades.  A  load  of  wood  for  fuel 
could  not  be  cut  outside  without  a  conflict, 
and  it  finally  culminated  in  the  terrible  trag- 
edy which  it  is  the  purpose  of  this  story  to 
reveal, — for  this  is  a  true  tale,  and  we  tell  it 
just  as  it  happened. 

At  last  the  commanding  oflScer  at  Fort  Eob- 
inson  became  out  of  all  patience  and  deter- 
mined to  bring  the  Sioux  to  close  quarters; 
so  he  sent  Colonel  Carrington  on  a  long  cam- 
paign with  a  force  strong  enough  to  follow 
the  Sioux  wherever  they  went,  destroying  their 
villages  and  reducing  them  to  submission. 
The  Colonel  was  also  instructed  to  build  a 
strong  post  upon  the  Powder  or  Tongue  rivers 
and  operate  against  them  from  there.  The 
Fort  was  built  at  last  and  named  after  one  of 
the  bravest  generals  who  gave  up  his  life  dur- 
ing our  Civil  War;  but  it  was  only  after  long 
months  of  toil  and  hardship.  Red  Cloud's  war- 
riors followed  him  all  the  way,  stealing  such 
stock  as  strayed  away  from  the  camp  and  cut- 
ting off  small  bodies  of  men  that  were  sent 
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out  any  distance  from  the  main  body.  Guy 
Preston  was  there  and  saw  how  the  hostiles 
operated,  and  we  will  venture  the  assertion 
that  more  than  once  he  thought  of  home, 
and,  if  the  truth  must  be  told,  he  did  not 
blame  the  Indians  for  fighting.  The  lands 
which  they  were  forced  to  give  up  were  their 
home,  and  they  were  about  to  surrender  their 
only  means  of  subsistence.  The  buffalo  com- 
prised all  they  had.  It  furnished  them  with 
food  and  raiment,  coverings  for  their  beds 
and  the  tepees  in  which  they  lived.  The 
whites  did  not  kill  what  they  wanted  for  use, 
but  wantonly  slaughtered  thousands  simply  to 
make  a  "record."  All  the  scum  of  civilization 
fled  to  the  frontier,  and  Bills  and  Dicks  whose 
reputations  were  not  of  the  best  swaggered 
about  the  streets  of  canvas  cities  during  the 
winter  and  roamed  the  plains  during  the  sum- 
mer to  shoot  buffalo.  These  people  did  not 
know  or  did  not  care  what  the  buffalo  meant 
to  the  Indian.  It  meant  that  when  they  were 
gone,  the  Indian  would  starve  to  death.     No 
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matter  what  treaties  our  governinent  made  with 
the  Indians,  it  had  no  efect  upon  the  reckless 
whites.  They  encouraged  the  slaughter  of  the 
game.  Future  historians  will  have  to  record  that 
all  our  Western  Indian  wars  were  brought  about 
by  the  acts  of  irresponsible  and  disreputable 
characters  who  usurped  all  the  best  hunting 
lands  and  attacked  every  band  of  Indians 
they  saw,  whether  friendly  or  hostile,  Sioux 
or  Pawnees. 

Red  Cloud  was  a  man  of  great  foresight,  al- 
though born  in  a  humble  position.  He  saw 
that  the  government  could  not  or  would  not 
keep  their  treaties  and  forbid  these  adventurers 
from  trespassing  on  their  hunting  grounds, 
and  forthwith,  relying  upon  his  assumed  popu- 
larity, which  came  to  him  the  moment  he 
declared  war  on  the  whites,  he  called  a  con- 
vention of  all  the  Sioux  and  allied  tribes. 
When  that  convention  met  he  rehearsed  their 
wrongs  and  it  was  decided  that  they  would 
do  what  any  brave  people  would  do  under 
the  same  circumstances  —  fight  the  whites  as 
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long  as  possible.  As  I  said,  a  long  war  was 
the  result;  so  when  Colonel  Carrington  en- 
trenched himself  behind  the  stockade  of  Fort 
Phil  Kearney,  he  shut  himself  off  from  the 
civilized  world.  He  was  there,  and  the  In- 
dians resolved  that  he  should  stay  there.  Even 
his  most  experienced  and  bravest  scouts  could 
not  get  through  to  take  dispatches  to  his  su- 
periors. They  found  Indians  all  around  them, 
and  they  were  seen  and  driven  back.  The 
wily  chief  located  his  village  at  no  great  dis- 
tance away,  and  established  a  code  of  signals 
by  which  he  could  be  informed  at  any  time 
just  what  the  soldiers  were  doing  in  the  Fort. 
Every  wood  train  that  went  out  was  attacked, 
and  a  strong  force  was  necessary  for  their 
protection.  In  spite  of  all  the  precautions 
they  could  use,  between  fifteen  and  twenty 
soldiers  were  killed  during  the  months  of  No- 
vember and  December. 

But  Red  Cloud  was  by  no  means  satisfied 
with  what  he  had  done.  He  wanted  to  get 
rid   of  the  whites  entirely,  but  he   had   not 
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taken  measures  to  do  it;  so  he  called  another 
convention  to  meet  in  his  village  some  time 
in  December.  Then  he  broached  his  program. 
After  repeating  that  the  buffalo  would  all  be- 
killed,  v^hich  was  the  worst  thing  that  could 
happen  to  a  plain  Indian,  he  said:  "We  must 
take  this  Fort.  If  we  once  whip  these  soldiers 
and  burn  their  palisade,  the  government  will 
not  send  out  any  more.'^  All  the  other  chiefs 
believed  that,  and  they  decided  upon  a  strata-^ 
gem  which  will  appear  as  our  story  progresses* 

Guy  Preston,  as  well  as  all  the  younger  offi- 
cers in  the  Fort,  was  not  very  well  pleased  to 
be  shut  up  inside  those  log  walls  with  no 
chance  to  make  themselves  famous  by  fight- 
ing the  Indians,  and,  worse  than  all,  he  could 
look  over  the  stockade  at  almost  any  time  of 
the  day  and  see  the  prairie  chickens  flitting^ 
about  as  if  there  were  not  a  hostile  Sioux 
within  a  hundred  miles  of  them. 

"  What  is  the  reason  the  Colonel  will  not 
let  one  of  us  go  out  and  knock  over  a  few  of 
them  for  dinner?"  he  said  to   a  sentry  one 
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day  while  he  stood  by  his  side  watching 
them.     *'I  don't  see  a  single  Sioux  in  sight." 

"No,  sir,"  replied  the  sentry.  "But  they 
are  there,  sure  enough.  Every  little  tuft  of 
grass  hides  one." 

"But  why  don't  they  show  themselves?" 

"  They  do  when  they  can  make  anything 
by  it.    Have  you  forgotten  Mike  and  Tony  ? " 

The  sentry  called  the  names  of  two  plains- 
men,—  experienced  scouts  they  were  too, — who 
had  attempted  to  leave  the  Fort  only  a  few 
nights  before  with  some  papers  that  the  Col- 
onel wished  particularly  to  send  to  his  supe- 
rior officer.  They  had  been  gone  about  three 
hours,  but  when  they  returned  they  looked  as 
though  they  had  been  through  three  or  four 
wars.  They  barely  escaped  and  that  was  all; 
and  Tony  carried  with  him  the  mark  of  an 
arrow  which  came  near  ending  his  career 
then  and  there. 

"But  this  is  daytime,"  said  Guy.  "I  don't 
see  what  harm  there  can  be  in  riding  around 
over   the  prairie   in  plain   sight   of  the  post. 
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I  believe  I  will  ask  the  Colonel  to  let  me  try 
it  on." 

"Very  good,  sir,"  replied  the  sentry.  "But 
he  won't  let  you  go." 

The  Lieutenant  did  not  catch  all  this  reply, 
but  hurried  away  to  find  the  commanding  of- 
ficer. He  sent  in  his  name  by  the  Orderly  and 
presently  entered  the  room  to  which  young 
officers  or  his  rank  seldom  went  unless  to 
receive  orders  or  listen  to  a  reprimand.  The 
Colonel  was  in  his  shirt  sleeves  and  pac- 
ing back  and  forth,  and  now  and  then  he 
took  one  of  his  hands  out  of  his  pockets 
to  run  it  impatiently  through  his  hair.  He 
seemed  to  have  forgotten  that  he  was  a 
soldier  and  commander  of  the  Fort  besides, 
for  he  was  so  impatient  at  being  shut  up 
without  remedy  that  he  could  scarcely  con- 
trol himself.  He  stopped  and  turned  toward 
Mr.  Preston  with  something  like  a  frown  upon 
his  face. 

"  Well,  what  is  it  now  ?  "  he  inquired.  "  Do 
vou  know  where  the  Indians  are?" 
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*'l^o,  sir,  and  I  don't  believe  there  is  one 
within  two  miles  of  the  Fort,"  answered  the 
Lieutenant. 

The  Colonel  walked  to  his  table,  picked  up 
his  eyeglasses  and  put  them  on.  He  wanted 
to  look  at  the  officer  who  could  give  such  an 
opinion  as  this. 

"  I  should  like  permission  to  ride  out  on  the 
prairie  a  little  way  and  shoot  some  of  those 
prairie  chickens  which  are  so  thick  out  there," 
said  Mr.  Preston.  "I  saw  some  within  twenty 
yards  of  the  post." 

The  Colonel  stared  hard  at  Mr.  Preston  and 
then  drew  up  the  nearest  chair  and  sat  down. 
At  first  he  opened  his  mouth  as  if  to  give  a 
very  emphatic  reply  to  this  strange  request, 
but  on  second  thought  he  shouted:  — 

"Orderly,  tell  the  Adjutant  I  want  to  see 
him." 


CHAPTER  II. 

An  Invitation 

UY  Preston  was  sorely  perplexed  by  this^ 
^^  order.  He  was  not  aware  that  he  had 
done  anything  to  be  reported  to  the  Adjutant, 
and  besides  that  oflBcer  was  not  a  member  of 
his  company.  He  had  not  been  invited  to  sit 
down  as  was  generally  the  case  with  officers- 
who  came  there  to  see  the  Colonel  on  business, 
but  stood  twirling  his  cap  in  his  hand;  and 
every  time  he  raised  his  eyes  to  the  ColoneFs 
face  he  saw  that  the  officer  was  still  regarding^ 
him  behind  his  eyeglasses  as  if  he  meant  to 
look  him  through. 

"Are  you  aware  that  the  Sioux  are  very  hos- 
tile, and  have  you  any  idea  what  they  will  do 
if  they  capture  you  ?  "  said  the  Colonel,  break-- 
ing  the  silence  at  last. 

(21) 
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"  But  they  will  not  capture  me,  sir,"  answered 
Guy.  *'  I  shall  go  on  horseback,  and  the  Indian 
pony  does  not  live  which  can  beat  Tom." 

"  I  don't  suppose  that  a  bullet  or  an  arrow 
could  stretch  your  Tom  out  dead  while  you  were 
running  away  from  them  ? "  said  the  Colonel. 

"  Yes,  sir,  I  suppose  they  can  do  that,  but  they 
would  not  take  me  alive,  all  the  same." 

Guy  finished  the  sentence  by  putting  his 
hand  into  his  hip  pocket  and  drawing  forth  a 
Derringer  which  he  showed  to  the  Colonel. 

"Humph!''  said  the  officer.  "You  would 
shoot  yourself  before  you  would  be  taken 
prisoner  ?  Well,  I  don't  know  but  that  is  the 
right  thing  to  do." 

At  this  moment  the  First  Lieutenant  who 
acted  as  Adjutant  came  into  the  room.  He 
listened  with  surprise  when  his  officer  made 
him  acquainted  with  the  request  that  Guy 
Preston  had  brought  in  to  him,  adding :  — 

"You  have  your  report  for  this  quarter  all 
made  out  ? " 

The  Adjutant  replied  that  he  had. 
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"Well,  I  shall  want  you  to  make  out  an 
entry  in  your  '  Remarks '  in  regard  to  Lieuten- 
ant Preston,"  said  the  Colonel.  "You  will 
simply  say:  'Requested  permission  to  go  out 
in  the  face  of  the  Sioux  for  the  purpose  of 
shooting  some  sage  hens.  Granted.  He  was 
shot  down  and  killed  by  the  Sioux  in  plain 
view  of  the  Fort.'  You  may  go,"  he  contin- 
ued, walking  up  and  taking  Preston  by  the 
hand.     "I  never  expect  to  see  you  again." 

"Th — thank  you,  sir,"  replied  the  Lieutenant, 
who  was  confounded  by  the  way  his  request 
was  granted.  '*I  will  surely  be  back  in  the 
course  of  an  hour  or  two." 

When  Guy  had  left  the  room,  the  ColonePs 
face  relaxed,  and  filling  up  his  pipe  he  settled 
himself  for  a  smoke. 

"I  do  not  think  he  will  go,"  said  the  Adju- 
tant with  a  laugh.  "I  know  I  would  not  stir 
a  peg  after  I  had  received  such  a  permission 
as  that." 

"Keep  an  eye  on  him,"  said  the  Colonel, 
"and  if  you  see   him   mount   his  horse,  just 
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step  up  and  tell  him  not  to  go  out  of  sight 
of  the  Fort.  I  do  not  blame  these  boys  for 
getting  impatient,  I  want  to  do  something 
myself,  but  I  don't  know  what  it  is." 

" Halloo,  Preston,  where  are  you  going  now?" 
exclaimed  one  of  his  roommates,  as  he  en- 
tered his  apartment  and  began  to  overhaul 
his  hunting  rig.  "A  shotgun!  You  are  not 
going  outside!" 

"The  Colonel  told  me  to  go,"  answered 
Preston.  "He  called  them  sage  hens,  but  I 
believe  they  are  prairie  chickens." 

"And  you  are  going  outside  to  shoot  them, 
and  the  Sioux  all  around  you  ? "  cried  the 
y  >ung  officer,  throwing  down  his  book  and 
raising  himself  to  a  sitting  posture  on  his 
bunk.     ''Guy,  you  are  crazy." 

"  I  guess  that  is  what  the  Colonel  seemed  to 
think;  but  he  told  me  to  go,  and  said  he  never 
expected  to  meet  me  again.  He  is  going  to  bluff 
me,  but  he  will  find  that  I  am  not  that  sort." 

Guy  then  went  on  to  tell  Perkins  how  the 
request    was    received    and    the    way    it  was 
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granted,  to  all  of  which  he  listened  in  amaze- 
ment. As  soon  as  he  began  to  get  it  through 
his  head,  he  implored  his  roommate  to  let 
the  permission  go  by  default;  the  Colonel  did 
not  expect  him  to  go;  he  knew  how  peril- 
ous the  undertaking  was,  and  he  hoped,  by 
drawing  it  in  its  true  colors,  to  make  Preston 
see  it  also;  but  Preston  did  not  see  it  in  that 
way. 

"He  did  not  go  at  it  right,"  said  he.  "He 
took  the  very  course  to  make  me  go  out 
there.  If  he  is  going  to  find  out  how  brave 
I  am,  he  will  certainly  find  it  out." 

"You  are  a  fool,"  declared  Perkins  hotly. 
"  I  never  expect  to  see  you  again  either. 
When  I  shake  you  by  the  hand  at  the  gate 
it  will  be  the  last  time  until  I  see  you 
brought  in  for  good." 

Guy  Preston  began  to  see  at  last  that  he 
was  about  to  do  something  at  which  many  a 
better  man  and  braver  than  he  ever  dared  be 
would  hesitate.  It  might  be  that  "  every  little 
tuft  of  grass  concealed  a  Sioux  warrior,"  and 
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an  arrow  or  a  bullet  sped  when  he  was  not 
looking  for  it  would  put  an  end  to  his  re- 
doubtable thoroughbred  and  leave  him  at  the 
mercy  of  the  Indians  who  had  beleaguered  the 
Fort;  but  he  had  his  loaded  Derringer  in  his 
pocket,  and  he  was  sure  that  with  it  he  could 
escape  the  barbarities  they  would  inflict  upon 
him.  He  took  his  double  barrel  out  of  its 
case,  and  bade  Perkins  good-by ;  but  that  worthy 
did  not  notice  him  at  all.  He  got  up  and 
accompanied  Preston  to  the  stables,  saw  him 
saddle  his  horse  and  lead  him  to  the  gate. 
He  found  the  Adjutant  there  waiting  to  pass 
the  orders  the  Colonel  had  last  given  him, 
and  he  seemed  more  surprised  than  ever  to 
learn  that  the  young  officer  was  still  bent  on 
going  outside;  but  he  said,  as  if  he  were  giv- 
ing ordinary  instructions  to  one  who  had  a 
simple  duty  to  perform  :  — 

"Do  you  see  those  hills  about  a  mile  and  a 
half  off?  Well,  keep  inside  of  them.  If  you 
go  over  them,  we  shall  give  you  up.  Look 
out  for  an  ambuscade." 
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"Now  will  you  bid  me  good-by,  Perkins?'' 
said  Guy,  extending  his  hand.  "  Oh,  you  need 
not  be  so  particular  about  giving  it  a  broth- 
erly clasp.  I  will  see  you  again  in  two  or 
three  hours,  and  I  shall  have  a  lot  of  prairie 
chickens   to   show   you.     Good-by   everybody." 

"I  am  really  surprised  at  the  Colonel,"  said 
Perkins,  as  he  stood  by  the  Adjutant's  side 
and  watched  his  comrade  as  he  galloped  away. 
"He  should  have  refused  him  point-blank." 

"  The  Colonel  is  sorry  enough  for  it  now 
when  it  is  too  late,"  said  the  oflBcer.  "  He 
supposed,  of  course,  when  the  boy  found  out 
how  much  danger  there  was  in  his  undertak- 
ing that  he  would  give  it  up;  but  I  knew  he 
was  taking  the  wrong  course.  Good-by  Pres- 
ton. By  gracious,  he  has  one  prairie  chicken 
already!" 

Yes;  the  very  first  chicken  that  his  horse 
frightened  up  was  filled  full  of  No.  8  shot, 
and  Preston  had  something  for  his  dinner. 
The  Adjutant  could  not  wait  to  see  any  more. 
He  had  business  to  attend  to  somewhere   in- 
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side,  so  he  went  off  and  Perkins  sat  there  on 
the  ground  for  an  hour  and  kept  watch  of  his 
companion  as  he  wandered  to  and  fro  on  the 
prairie  in  search  of  another  chicken.  At  last 
one  got  up  before  him,  but  the  shooter  seemed 
to  have  lost  his  skill.  The  double  barrel  spoke 
twice  in  quick  succession,  but  the  chicken 
kept  on  and  in  a  moment  more  flew  over  the 
ridge  out  of  sight.  At  least  that  was  what  Per- 
kins thought  he  had  done,  the  distance  being 
so  great  that  he  could  not  see  the  chicken  at 
all;  but  he  judged  from  Guy's  actions  that 
that  was  the  way  he  had  gone.  After  wait- 
ing long  enough  to  reload  his  gun,  he  put 
spurs  to  his  horse  and  presently  he  too  was 
out  of  sight. 

"Good-by  Guy  Preston,"  said  Perkins,  with 
a  sigh;  "you  are  the  best  fellow  that  ever 
lived,  and  now  the  Sioux  have  got  you  sure. 
You  should  have  had  better  sense  than  to  dis- 
obey the  Adjutant's  orders." 

Perkins  was  in  a  very  gloomy  frame  of 
mind  as  he  took   his   way  through  the  gate 
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and  finally  brought  up  before  the  Adjutant ^s 
door.  A  voice  from  the  inside  bade  him  enter, 
and  the  Lieutenant  knew  as  soon  as  he  looked 
at  him  that  he  had  some  news  to  communicate. 

"Guy  Preston  has  gone,  sir/^  said  he. 

"Over  the  ridge?'*  replied  the  officer,  start- 
ing up  in  his  chair. 

"Yes,  sir.  The  second  chicken  he  shot  at 
went  that  way,  or  at  least  I  thought  so,  and 
Guy  followed  after  him." 

The  Adjutant  said  no  more.  Guy  was  a 
favorite  with  all  the  officers  and  men,  and  the 
idea  of  him  losing  his  life  through  a  disobe- 
dience of  orders  was  distressing.  He  shoved 
a  sheet  of  paper  which  he  had  been  examin- 
ing to  one  side,  got  up  and  walked  to  a  win- 
dow and  looked  out  at  the  sentry  who  stood 
in  front  of  the  gate;  and  Perkins,  taking  this 
as  a  gentle  hint  that  conversation  was  no 
longer  desirable,  put  on  his  hat  and  retreated 
through  the  door. 

Guy  Preston  was  a  persevering  hunter,  and 
when  he  reached  the  top  of  the  swell  he  saw 
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the  chicken  just  settling  in  the  grass  about 
one  hundred  yards  away.  This  time  there 
was  no  mistake  about  it.  The  game  "lay 
well  to  cover,"  and  when  the  horse  was  al- 
most ready  to  step  upon  him  he  arose  and 
sought  safety  in  flight;  but  he  laid  too  long. 
When  the  shotgun  spoke  again  he  came 
down,  and  Guy  had  another  chicken.  For 
half  an  hour  longer  he  rode  about  behind 
the  swell,  and  finally  he  aroused  himself  and 
began  to  look  around  him.  He  was  surprised 
to  see  that  he  had  broken  orders  by  at  least 
a  mile  or  more. 

*'Come  on,  Tom,  and  we  will  go  back  in  a 
hurry,"  said  he,  pulling  the  horse's  head  around. 
**  There  were  more  chickens  out  here  when  I 
looked  over  the  palisade  at  them,  and  where 
are  they  now?    Get  up,  Tom,  and  we'll — '^ 

Something  happened  just  then  to  call  Guy 
back  to  earth,  and  made  him  think  a  little 
more  of  the  Sioux  than  he  did  a  few  moments 
previous.  It  was  the  sight  of  a  solitary  war- 
rior sitting  on  his   horse  about   half  a   mile 
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away,  and  what  struck  Guy  as  something 
strange  was,  he  did  not  seem  at  all  afraid  of 
being  observed  by  anybody.  Guy  drew  up  his 
horse  and  looked  at  him.  He  could  see  that 
the  Indian  brave  was  dressed  in  war  costume, 
but  the  distance  was  so  great,  not  having  a 
glass  with  him,  that  he  could  not  make  out 
whether  he  was  a  chieftain  or  not.  The  war- 
rior  seemed  to  be  equally  interested  in  him^ 
for  after  looking  at  Guy  for  a  minute  or  two, 
he  put  his  horse  in  motion  and  came  down 
the  swell  toward  him. 

**  I  don't  believe  I  care  for  a  closer  acquaint- 
ance," said  the  young  officer,  gathering  up  the 
reins  and  leaning  forward  in  the  saddle,  still 
keeping  his  eyes  fixed  upon  the  approaching 
savage.  "If  you  want  a  race,  come  on.  It  is 
lucky  for  you  that  I  haven't  my  Winchester 
in  my  hands.  I  would  take  that  war  bonnet 
of  yours  into  the  Fort  with  me  as  a  trophy." 

But  somehow  Guy  did  not  put  his  horse 
into  rapid  motion  as  he  had  expected  to  do. 
The  Indian,  when  he  saw  that  Guy  was  get- 
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ting  ready  to  flee,  stopped  his  own  horse, 
and,  as  if  to  assure  him  that  his  intentions 
were  pacific,  held  his  rifle  above  his  head 
at  arm's  length.  This  done  he  swung  himself 
to  the  ground  and  laid  the  weapon  at  full 
length  in  the  grass.  Then  he  unbuckled  his 
belt,  which  he  also  showed  to  Guy,  and  laid 
it  beside  the  rifle.  The  next  belt  he  took  off 
was  the  one  containing  his  knife,  which  he 
also  placed  with  the  others,  and  having  com- 
pletely disarmed  himself,  he  placed  one  hand 
upon  his  horse's  withers,  gracefully  leaped 
into  the  saddle,  and  once  more  rode  toward 
Guy. 

"  I  believe  he  wants  to  communicate,"  thought 
Guy,  not  knowing  whether  or  not  to  accept 
his  invitation.  *' Sioux,  thy  name  is  treach- 
ery ;  and  that  fellow's  motions  show  me  that 
he  is  as  active  as  a  cat.  There,"  he  added, 
seeing  that  the  savage  stopped  his  horse  and 
sat  regarding  Guy  intently,  "he  is  waiting  to 
see  what  I  am  going  to  do.  I  believe  I  will 
try  him  on," 
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Guy  Preston's  actions  must  by  this  time 
have  satisfied  the  reader  that  he  was  a  boy 
who  could  not  easily  be  frightened.  His 
coming  out  on  the  prairie  to  shoot  chickens 
must  have  convinced  one  of  that  fact.  With- 
out hesitating  a  moment  he  proceeded  to  dis- 
arm himself  the  same  as  the  savage  had  done, 
but  all  he  had  to  do  was  to  lay  down  his 
shotgun  and  take  off  the  belt  contai:3ing  his 
cartridges.  His  loaded  Derringer  he  kept  in 
his  hip  pocket. 

"Now  come  on,"  said  he,  as  he  again 
mounted  his  horse.  "He  may  have  some 
weapons  about  him,  but  if  he  has  I  have  my 
Derringer." 

3 


CHAPTER  III. 

Winged  Arrow 

GUY  often  said  that  he  did  not  see  why  it 
was  that  he  and  the  savage  should  ad- 
vance to  meet  each  other  in  that  cool  and 
collected  manner.  If  the  Indian  had  friends 
who  were  concealed  behind  the  swells  and  he 
was  simply  trying  to  get  him  further  away 
from  the  Fort  so  that  they  could  surround 
and  capture  him,  he  saw  no  signs  to  indicate 
it.  He  never  looked  behind  him  at  all.  He 
came  on  as  though  he  had  no  suspicion,  and 
Guy,  not  to  be  outdone  by  his  savage  confed- 
erate, came  on  in  the  same  way.  He  had  a 
great  curiosity  to  see  a  real  live  Indian  in 
his  war  paint,  but  as  he  drew  nearer  he  dis- 
covered that  there  were  no  signs  of  paint 
about  this  Indian.     It  was  a  whiter  face  than 

(34) 
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people  of  his  tribe  usually  boast  of,  and  Guy 
thought  that  he  was  smiling  in  a  good- 
natured  sort  of  way.  A  few  steps  more  and 
he  was  aware  of  it;  and  furthermore  he  dis- 
covered that  his  savage  friend,  if  that  was 
the  name  to  be  applied  to  him,  was  a  boy  but 
little  older  than  himself.  As  soon  as  he  ap- 
proached within  speaking  distance  he  raised 
his  hand  to  his  bonnet  with  a  military  flour- 
ish and  said,  in  perfect  English:  — 

"How  do  you  do,  sir?" 

Guy  raised  his  hand  to  his  cap,  but  he  could 
not  say  anything  in  reply.  The  idea  of  being 
spoken  to  in  such  a  manner  was  enough  to 
upset  him  completely.  He  had  been  wonder- 
ing how  he  would  communicate  with  the  sav- 
age and  running  over  in  his  mind  the  various 
signs  he  had  learned  from  the  guides,  signs 
which  he  could  use  whenever  he  met  an  In- 
dian who  did  not  understand  his  language; 
but  to  be  addressed  in  finished  English  was 
rather  more  than  he  had  bargained  for.  The 
Tndian   evidently   enjoyed   his   perplexity,  for 
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after  looking  at  him  a  moment  or  two  be  in- 
quired:— 

"Do  you  not  think  yOu  are  running  a  great 
risk  in  coming  out  here  to  shoot  those  little 
birds,  while  there  are  Sioux  all  around  you 
ready  to  take  your  scalp  ? " 

''  Who  are  you  ? "  said  Guy,  getting  the  bet- 
ter of  his  astonishment  at  last. 

*'I  am  Winged  Arrow,  at  your  service,"  re- 
plied the  Indian. 

*'Yes;  but  I  don't  know  any  more  about 
you  than  I  did  before,"  returned  Guy.  "You 
are  not  an  Indian  ?  " 

"A  full-blooded  one,"  was  the  response;  and 
the  savage  proved  that  he  had  been  among 
the  soldiers  just  long  enough  to  learn  their 
ways,  for  he  lifted  his  right  leg  and  placed  it 
across  the  horn  of  his  saddle.  "Perhaps  my 
English  bothers  you." 

"Well,  yes;  I  confess  that  that  has  some- 
thing to  do  with  it,"  said  Guy,  growing  more 
at  his  ease.  "Where  have  you  been  to  learn 
so  mach  ? " 
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"I  have  been  at  Carlisle.  I  was  a  student 
there  for  eight  years." 

"Oh/'  said  Guy,  his  astonishment  being 
immensely  relieved.  "But  you  did  not  stay 
there  long  enough  to  wash  the  red  out  of 
you." 

"  It  would  take  more  than  eight  years  to  do 
that.  I  learned  the  white  man's  ways,  but  I 
could  not  forget  that  I  was  an  Indian.  What 
do  you  fellows  want  out  here  anyway?  The 
prairie  is  broad,  and  why  could  you  not  build 
a  road  somewhere  else?" 

Having  got  over  his  astonishment,  Guy  turned 
to  make  a  note  of  the  savage  and  his  accoutre- 
ments. This  was  the  first  Indian  he  had  ever 
seen  close  at  hand,  but  as  far  as  he  had  read 
or  seen  at  a  distance  his  trappings  were  all 
of  the  savage  order.  His  moccasins,  leg- 
gings, and  hunting  shirt,  as  well  as  the  gaud- 
ily ornamented  bonnet  which  he  wore  upon 
his  head,  were  all  of  some  squaw's  handiwork. 
There  was  only  one   thing    about    him    that 
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looked  any  way  civilized, — his  hair  was  cut 
short  in  regular  school-boy  fashion.  His  face 
would  have  been  a  study  if  Guy  had  had  the 
opportunity  to  give  it  a  good  looking-over.  It 
was  a  noble  face,  and  one  that  could  hardly 
he  expected  to  be  found  among  men  or  boys 
of  his  tribe.  How  such  a  face  as  that  should 
become  distorted  by  passion  was  something 
Guy  could  not  understand.  The  Indian  cer- 
tainly had  no  weapons  about  him.  If  he  had, 
they  kept  company  with  Guy's  Derringer  — 
safely  out  of  sight. 

From  the  Indian, —  or  Winged  Arrow,  he 
called  himself, — Guy  turned  his  attention  to  his 
horse;  for  a  horse  was  something  he  greatly 
admired.  It  was  a  small  horse  of  sorrel  color, 
but  there  was  a  look  about  him  which  drew 
his  attention  and  which  he  greatly  delighted 
in.  The  animal  stood  peaceable  enough,  but 
his  head  was  erect,  his  eyes  flashed  continu- 
ally as  he  glanced  around  the  horizon,  and  he 
snuffed  as  often  as  he  turned  toward  the  Fort, 
as  if  he  felt  the  presence  of   an  enemy  there. 
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Guy  was  satisfied  at  last  to  turn  his  attention 
to  Winged  Arrow  and  hear  what  else  he  had 
to  say. 

"  This  land  belongs  to  Congress/'  began  Guy. 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,  sir,  but  Congress  never 
had  a  right  or  never  will  have  a  right  to  own 
one  foot  of  this  ground,"  said  the  Indian, 
speaking  with  some  animation.  "  It  belongs 
to  us,  and  w^e  are  bound  to  defend  it." 

''  Did  we  not  make  a  treaty  with  some  of 
your  big  men  to  have  the  right  of  way  through 
this  country?"  said  Guy. 

*'  But  why  did  you  not  take  the  sense  of  the 
nation  on  it?  Red  Cloud  is  a  'big  man,'  and 
be  is  decidedly  opposed  to  it.  You  have  taken 
one  reservation  after  another  from  us  and  the 
Indian  has  nothing  left.  We  propose  to  do  as 
any  brave  people  would  do  —  fight  for  this 
country  as  long  as  there  is  a  man  left.  This 
home  is  all  we  have,  and  we  will  not  give  it 
up  until  we  are  whipped.  This  is  the  sixth 
time  you  have  made  us  promises,  and  not  one 
of  them  has  been  fulfilled." 
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Guy  Preston  could  not  say  anything  in  re- 
ply, for  he  knew  that  Winged  Arrow  told 
him  the  truth.  The  Indian  then  went  on  to 
tell  of  some  of  those  treaties  and  the  way  the 
white  man  had  broken  faith  wdth  them;  and 
he  repeated  them  as  though  he  were  reading 
from  a  book.  He  had  the  words  of  Spotted 
Tail,  a  chief  of  the  Brule  Indians,  almost  by 
heart.  He  said  that  word  came  from  the 
Great  Father  that  the  white  men  wanted  to 
"borrow"  the  right  of  way  from  the  Indians, 
and  that  the  promises  so  made  would  last 
fifty  years;  but  it  was  not  true.  The  next 
treaty  they  made  was  with  General  Sherman, 
and  they  were  told  that  the  promises  would 
last  for  twenty-five  years;  but  it  also  was  not 
true.  The  General  said  that  the  Indian  should 
have  all  the  land  from  the  White  River  to  the 
Missouri,  cattle,  oxen,  and  wagons  to  haul  logs 
with,  and  that  they  should  have  $15  as  an 
annuity;  but  it  was  false.  The  white  man 
never  came  with  the  goods  in  his  hand  to  let 
the  Indian  see  how  much  he  was  going  to  get 
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for  the  land  he  was  told  to  give  up,  for  then 
their  hearts  would  be  glad;  but  they  got  the 
land  and  forgot  all  their  promises.  Winged 
Arrow's  heart  was  in  the  matter  and  for  an 
hour  he  kept  talking,  while  Guy  could  only  sit 
still  and  listen. 

"But  it  seems  to  me  that  you  are  making 
a  big  mistake,"  said  he  at  last,  when  he  saw 
a  chance  to  crowd  a  word  in  edgewise.  "  What 
do  you  want  to  kill  the  soldiers  for?  They 
are  not  to  blame  because  somebody  has  broken 
faith  with  you." 

*'I  know  that  very  well,"  said  the  Indian^ 
straightening  himself  up  on  his  horse  and 
raising  his  hand  above  his  head.  "But  don't 
you  know  that  the  soldiers  are  the  bulwarks 
of  civilization?  The  settlers  would  not  come 
here  if  it  were  not  for  the  soldiers.  The  most 
of  us  know  that  we  are  going  to  be  whipped 
in  the  long  run." 

"You  do  know  it?  Then  what  have  you 
those  clothes  on  for?" 

"Because  I  am  bound  to  go  down  with  the 
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rest.  I  would  not  give  a  cent  to  live  here  on 
this  prairie  unless  we  could  live  as  we  were 
before." 

Guy  did  not  know  what  reply  to  make  to 
this.  He  thought  it  would  be  a  long  time  be- 
fore Winged  Arrow  and  others  like  him  could 
live  as  they  used  to  do  before  the  v\^hites  came 
in.  There  was  the  builalo.  There  was  a  time 
when  the  land  all  around  them  was  fairly 
black  with  the  countless  throngs,  but  they  had 
all  been  slaughtered  by  the  hands  of  the  buffalo 
hunters,  either  for  their  hides  or  just  to  make 
a  "record,"  and  no  power  on  earth  could  bring 
those  throngs  back  again.  Winged  Arrow 
should  have  seen  that,  so  Guy  reasoned  with 
himself,  and  he  did  not  hesitate  to  tell  him  so. 

"The  buffalo  are  gone,  or  rather  are  going 
as  fast  as  they  can,  and  you  have  to  give 
up  hunting  them  and  follow  the  white  man's 
road  hereafter,"  said  he  earnestly. 

"That  will  never  be,"  said  Winged  Arrow; 
and  his  voice  fell  almost  to  a  whisper.  "There 
was  a  time  when  we  thought  we  could  kill 
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all  the  white  men  and  then  the  buffalo  would 
increase;  but  those  of  us  who  have  been  to 
the  nation's  capital  know  that  the  thing  is 
just  impossible.  When  the  buffalo  goes  the 
Indian  will  go.    We  are  doomed." 

Guy  Preston  had  been  pretty  well  aware  of 
that  fact  for  a  long  time,  but  this  was  the 
first  intimation  he  had  ever  had  of  it  from 
an  Indian.  Winged  Arrow  seemed  to  realize 
it,  and  his  voice  grew  husky  and  faint  when- 
ever he  spoke  of  it. 

"Ah!  Those  were  happy  days,"  said  he, 
looking  out  over  the  prairie,  as  if  in  the  dis- 
tance he  could  see  the  vision  he  was  conjur- 
ing up.  "Of  course  I  don't  remember  it,  for 
I  was  not  born  then ;  but  I  have  heard  my 
father  tell  of  it,  and  I  can  almost  see  the 
things  as  they  happened  then.  The  people 
obeyed  the  chief,  hunted  the  buffalo,  and  were 
happy." 

"  Yes  " ;  said  Guy.  "  You  were  happy  when 
you  were  on  the  warpath.  You  Indians  were 
always  fighting." 
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"Of  course.  That  was  fate.  The  weaker 
had  to  give  way  to  the  stronger,  and  that  is 
just  what  we  are  doing  now.  The  Indian  be- 
'lieves  that  there  are  two  spirits  that  rule 
mortal  man,  the  Good  spirit  and  the  Bad. 
The  Good  spirit  is  all  the  time  working  for 
us.  He  brings  us  everything  that  makes  man 
happy.  He  brings  us  good  weather,  plenty  of 
game,  and  success  over  our  enemies.  The  Bad 
spirit  is  just  the  reverse.  He  brings  sickness, 
drives  away  the  game,  and  makes  us  miserable 
in  every  way  he  knows  how.  He  has  for  a 
time  taken  advantage  of  the  Good  spirit,  and 
that  is  just  what  he  is  doing  for  us  now. 
Some  day  the  Good  spirit  will  turn  around 
and  get  the  advantage  of  him,  but  that  will 
be  long  after  my  day." 

''Whab  do  you  think  will  happen  then?" 
asked  Guy,  who  was  much  interested  in  what 
the  Indian  said  to  him. 

"When  that  happens  you  will  see  a  glo- 
rious day  for  the  Sioux  Indians,"  said  Winged 
Arrow,  growing  animated.    "The  whites  will 
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be  driven  away  from  this  country  forever,  I 
don't  know  just  how  it  will  be  done,  but  it 
will  surely  happen;  the  buffalo  will  come  back, 
and  the  Sioux  will  be  monarch  of  all  he  sur- 
veys." 

"I  will  not  live  to  see  that  day,"  said  Guy. 

"Neither  will  I;  but  it  is  going  to  take 
place  as  sure  as  the  world  stands.  But  I 
didn't  come  out  here  to  teach  you  my  reli-^ 
gion.  You  are  Methodist  or  Episcopalian,  and 
probably  you  will  die  that  way.  I  came  out 
to  warn  you." 

"  To  warn  me  ? "  echoed  Guy.    "  What  about  ? " 

"That  there  is  going  to  be  a  massacre  here 
in  a  few  days,  and  I  want  you  to  keep  out  of 
it." 

"You  just  bet  that  I  will  keep  out  of  it,  if 
I  can;  but  if  I  should  be  ordered  to  be  in  it 
— then  what?" 

"Why,  then,  there  is  no  help  for  you.  I 
shall  do  the  same;  but  you  may  rest  assured 
that  I  shall  not  shoot  close  to  any  palefaces. 
I  saw  a  good  many  whites  while  I  was  gone^ 
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and  I  can't  bear  to  think  of  seeing  them 
come  to  their  death." 

"  Come  to  their  death  ?  Is  it  going  to  hap- 
pen out  here  on  the  plains?" 

For  the  first  time  Winged  Arrow  straight- 
ened around  on  his  horse  and  looked  behind 
him.  There  was  something  so  stealthy  in  his 
movements  that  Guy  almost  involuntarily 
slipped  his  right  hand  to  his  hip  pocket  and 
laid  hold  of  his  Derringer. 


CHAPTER  IV. 

The  Medicine 

GUY  Preston  turned  and  looked  in  the 
same  direction  in  which  the  Indian  was 
gazing,  but  could  not  see  anything  to  confirm 
his  suspicions.  The  prairie,  as  far  as  he  could 
see  it,  did  not  appear  as  though  there  was  a 
person  on  it,  but  Guy  knew  better  than  that. 
He  knew  that  there  was  a  Sioux  warrior 
within  easy  reach  of  him,  perhaps  at  that 
very  minute  a  rifle  was  aimed  at  him  or  his 
horse,  and  that  nothing  saved  him  but  the 
presence  of  Winged  Arrow.  His  face  grew  a 
shade  paler  and  his  hand  trembled  as  he 
clutched  his  Derringer,  but  his  determination 
was  there  all  the  same. 

"If  I  go  you  will  have  to  go  first,"  said  he 
to  himself.    "On  that  I  am  resolved." 

(47) 
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"I  see  you  are  armed,"  said  the  Indian, 
turning  quickly  about  and  seeing  Guy  with 
his  right  hand  behind  him.  "That  shows  that 
I  have  more  faith  in  you  than  you  have  in 
me.  Well,  I  don't  know  that  I  blame  you. 
You  fellows  with  your  books  and  your  speak- 
ers have  somehow  got  hold  of  the  idea  that 
an  Indian  has  no  gratitude,  but  I  have  proved 
the  contrary  by  coming  out  here  to  warn 
you.'' 

"You  are  a  queer  sort  of  an  Indian  any- 
how," said  Guy,  taking  his  hand  from  his  hip 
pocket.    "You  ought  to  be  a  white  man." 

"I  am  white  in  some  respects;  but  with  all 
the  lessons  I  learned  at  Carlisle,  they  did  not 
make  me  forget  that  I  was  to  the  manner 
born.  This  country  is  mine,  and  those  who 
think  as  I  do  will,  when  we  lose  it,  see  the 
last  of  Winged  Arrow." 

"  Did  you  know  that  this  massacre  was  com- 
ing before  you  came  here?"  said  Guy,  who 
wanted  to  learn  as  much  as  he  could  about 
the  savages  on  the  plains  and  in  the  school? 
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"If  you  did,  I  don't  see  why  your  teachers 
did  not  warn  the  authorities." 

For  a  reply  Winged  Arrow  took  hold  of  a 
little  bag  which  he  carried  in  front  of  him^ 
lifted  the  cover  and  thrust  his  hand  into  it. 
Presently  he  brought  out  a  folded  paper,  and 
after  he  was  certain  that  he  had  what  he 
wanted,  he  passed  it  over  to  Guy. 

"  That  was  the  letter  I  received  inviting  me 
to  come  home,"  said  he.  "  What  do  you  make 
out  of  it? " 

Guy  took  the  letter,  but  he  could  not  see 
any  writing  on  it.  On  the  extreme  left  was 
an  arrow  furnished  with  wings,  and  a  little 
further  to  the  right  was  a  hand  with  the  fore- 
finger extended  as  if  beckoning  to  the  arrow 
to  hasten  his  coming.  On  the  right,  and  a 
little  below  this  beckoning  hand,  was  an  In- 
dian tepee  with  a  buffalo  grazing  beside  it. 
Although  the  drawing  was  evidently  done  by 
an  unpracticed  hand,  it  was  so  plain  that  any- 
body could  tell  what  it  was.  With  the  aid  of 
a  few  colored  pencils,  which   the   drawer  had 
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begged  or  borrowed  from  the  officers  of  the 
Fort,  he  had  made  the  characters  of  different 
tints,  so  that  they  resembled  nature  in  a  won- 
derful degree.  Some  distance  lower  down  and 
plainly  a  different  picture  was  a  bow  and  a 
quiver  of  arrows  which  another  hand  was  ex- 
teqding  toward  Winged  Arrow,  and  further 
back  of  it  was  a  riderless  horse  with  his  mane 
and  tail  flying  in  the  wind. 

**My  father  drew  all  that,  and  it  is  just  as 
plain  to  me  as  daylight,"  said  the  Indian,  who 
was  closely  watching  the  young   officer's  face. 

"  There  is  something  red  descending  from 
that  hand,"  said  Guy.  "  What  is  it  intended 
to  represent? " 

"  That  tells  about  the  massacre  that  is  com- 
ing, and  he  wants  me  here  to  take  part  in  it," 
replied  Winged  Arrow. 

"And  are  you  going  to  do  it?" 

"1  shall  probably  be  in  it,  but  the  bullet 
from  my  rifle  will  not  kill  any  paleface,"  said 
the  savage.  "That  much  Indian  has  been 
washed  out  of  me.    I  can't  do  it." 
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** Bully  for  you,"  said  Guy,  riding  his  horse 
up  closer  to  Winged  Arrow  and  thrusting  out 
his  hand  to  him.     "  I  bet  you  — " 

^'  You  must  not  shake  hands  with  me,"  ex- 
claimed the  Indian,  drawing  back.  "  There  are 
too  many  on  the  watch." 

*'  Do  you  pretend  to  say  that  there  are  some 
Indians  watching   me   now  ? "    exclaimed  Guy. 

"  Certainly  there  are.  You  have  been  within 
reach  of  two  ever  since  you  came  over  that 
ridge." 

"  Then  I  must  go  back,"  said  the  young  offi- 
cer, who  cast  anxious  glances  on  all  sides  of 
him.  "  What  is  the  reason  they  didn't  shoot 
me  down  or  make  a  prisoner  of  me?  Say! 
What's  your  name?  You  must  have  had  some 
cognomen  besides  your  Indian  name  to  desig- 
nate you  by  when  at  school." 

"My  name  is  John  Turner,  and  the  boys 
called  me  Winged  Arrow  because  I  was  so 
fleet  in  running  foot  races.  I  called  myself 
after  the  janitor  of  the  school.  He  was  always 
good  to  Indians,  believed   that  we   have  been 
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abused,  and  said  if  he  were  President  he  would 
not  have  permitted  things  to  go  on  in  this 
way.  If  he  were  here  now  we  would  do  our 
best  to  capture  him,  and  after  we  got  him  we 
would  send  him  out  of  the  country." 

"  But  what  was  your  object  in  selecting  me 
to  warn  me  of  the  massacre  ?  There  are  plenty 
of  others  who,  just  like  myself,  do  not  believe 
in  this  business." 

"And  any  one  of  them  would  have  done 
just  as  well.  From  the  day  on  which  you  left 
Fort  Robinson  in  Nebraska — " 

"Have  you  followed  us  all  the  way  from 
there?"  asked  Guy,  in  surprise. 

The  Indian  nodded  his  head. 

"Why,  I  should  have  thought  you  would 
have  attacked  us  before  this  time." 

"There  were  too  many  of  you.  An  Indian 
does  not  like  to  be  killed  any  better  than  a 
white  man.  Ever  since  you  left  that  fort  I 
have  been  watching  you — ^you  see  I  could  al- 
ways tell  you  by  the  horse  you  rode — and  I 
decided  that  if  I  could  catch  you  out  alone  I 
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would  tell  you  of  the  massacre  that  is  surely 
coming.'' 

"When  is  it  coming  off?" 

"  It  will  be  when  we  get  some  of  you  where 
you  cannot  defend  yourselves.  We  will  kill 
fifty  or  a  hundred  of  you  soldiers,  and  then 
we  will  do  what  we  please  with  the  Fort." 

"Well,  by  George!  When  you  attempt  that, 
I  hope  you  will  get  whipped  for  your  pains." 

Guy  was  angry  now,  and  he  said  just  what 
he  thought. 

"American  soldiers  are  not  the  men  to  give 
way  before  a  handful  of  savages,"  he  con- 
tinued. 

"A  handful  of  savages!  How  many  do  you 
suppose  there  are  watching  you  night  and 
day?"  asked  Winged  Arrow;  and  his  eyes 
flashed  and  he  clenched  his  hands  nervously 
together. 

"Well,  I  suppose  you  have  a  great  many; 
but  it  will  take  more  men  than  you  can  raise 
to  whip  us  out.  I  presume  you  have  a  thou- 
sand." 
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"Say  three  thousand  and  you  will  hit  it. 
And  there  are  more  coming  in  every  day. 
Now  I  will  tell  you  what  is  a  fact:  You  have 
never  seen  an  Indian  war  yet." 

"  I  know  that.     I  have  never  seen  any." 

"After  you  have  seen  one  you  will  never 
want  to  see  another.  A  battlefield  is  some- 
thing awful  to  look  at." 

"I  have  seen  the  soldiers  that  you  Indians 
killed  and  mutilated  since  we  have  been  here, 
and  I  guess  I  know  something  about  them. 
When  you  have  killed  a  man,  why  don't  you 
let  him  alone? " 

"If  I  tell  you,  you  would  not  believe  it, — 
because  it  is  a  part  of  our  religious  ceremony. 
The  little  scrimmages  you  saw  are  nothing  to 
the  scene  presented  by  a  regular  battlefield. 
Are  you  going  now?  Well,  I  will  trouble  you 
for  that  letter." 

Guy  had  unconsciously  held  fast  to  the  let- 
ter which  Winged  Arrow  had  given  him,  in- 
tending to  keep  it  as  a  souvenir  of  his  meeting 
with  the  young  savage;  but  he  was  so  angry 
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at  some  things  that  had  been  said  that  he  had 
forgotten  all  about  it.  He  accordingly  re- 
turned the  letter  saying  as  he  did  so:  — 

"I  wish  you  would  let  me  keep  that  docu- 
ment to  remind  me  of  you.  If  I  tell  what  I 
have  seen  and  heard  out  here  the  oiBcers  will 
all  laugh  at  me  and  say  I  dreamed  it  all.  I 
want  it  too  to  bear  in  mind  that  the  first  In- 
dian I  ever  talked  with  warned  me  to  look 
out  for  that  massacre  which  you  say  is  surely 
coming.'^ 

"Well,  take  it  along,"  said  the  Indian,  after 
thinking  a  moment.  "It  is  of  no  use  to  me, 
and  it  may  be  the  means  of  saving  your 
life.'^ 

"What  do  you  mean  by  that?" 

"You  will  excuse  me  if  I  do  not  say  any 
more.  Perhaps  you  w^ll  see  that  an  Indian 
has  some  gratitude  after  all." 

Guy  Preston  wanted  very  much  to  hear 
more  about  that  letter  saving  his  life,  but 
Winged  Arrow  put  his  horse  in  motion  and 
rode  toward  the  top  of  the  swell  behind  which 
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the  Fort  lay.  Guy  wanted  to  tell  him  that 
he  had  better  go  back,  but  the  savage  rode  on 
with  his  eyes  fastened  upon  the  horn  of  his 
saddle,  apparently  very  much  occupied  with 
his  own  thoughts.  Finally  he  stopped  and 
looked  inquiringly  at  Guy. 

"Are  you  not  going  to  pick  up  your  shot- 
gun?'^ he  asked. 

"Yes;  when  I  come  to  it,"  said  Guy. 

"You  would  not  make  a  good  hand  to  live 
on  the  plains,"  replied  Winged  Arrow,  with  a 
grin;  "here  it  is." 

The  young  oflQcer  looked,  and  there  were 
his  gun  and  birds  just  as  he  left  them.  He 
did  not  forget  to  thank  Winged  Arrow  for 
calling  his  attention  to  them,  and  said,  as  he 
jumped  off  and  secured  his  gun:  — 

"I  am  afraid  to  have  you  go  any  further 
toward  the  Fort.  We  have  some  guns  trained 
on  this  ridge.  I  know  they  are  accurate,  for 
I  helped  to  train  them  myself." 

"I  will  stop  when  I  have  gone  far  enough," 
said  Winged  Arrow.     "Do  you  see  that  little 
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tuft  of  grass  up  there  on  the  hill?  There  is 
an  Indian  in  there/* 

"  By  George !  And  I  rode  within  twenty 
feet  of  that  tuft  of  grass  when  I  came  down," 
stammered  Guy,  "What  had  I  better  do?" 

"Keep  right  ahead  and  say  nothing  about 
it.  He  will  not  disturb  you.  Now  I  guess  I 
have  gone  far  enough,  and  I  will  say  good-by. 
Remember  what  I  have  told  you  about  that 
massacre.  Keep  that  letter  about  your  uni- 
form wherever  you  go.  I  must  not  shake 
hands  with  you." 

Guy  Preston  was  just  as  eager  now  to  get 
over  on  the  other  side  of  the  ridge  as  his 
horse  was  to  carry  him  there.  Tom  snorted 
loudly  as  the  tainted  air  fell  upon  his  nos- 
trils, and  even  showed  a  desire  to  go  toward 
the  Fort  at  the  top  of  his  speed,  but  the 
strong  curb  held  him,  Guy  had  heard  one  of 
the  guides  say  that  his  horse  could  smell  an 
Indian  further  than  he  could  see  him,  and 
that  when  camping  alone  he  always  felt  per- 
fectly  easy   until    his    steed    began    to    show 
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signs  of  alarm,  and  at  that  moment  he  thought 
it  best  to  seek  safety  in  flight;  and  Guy  did 
not  dispute  the  story.  He  said  good-by  with 
some  uneasiness,  gathered  his  reins  firmly  in 
his  hands  and  cast  anxious  glances  toward 
the  tuft  of  grass,  but  nothing  in  the  shape  of 
a  savage  could  he  see.  Finally  the  flag  came 
in  sight  and  a  few  seconds  afterward  the  log 
palisades,  and  then  Guy  felt  safe.  He  loos- 
ened up  on  the  curb,  and  in  an  instant  the 
horse  responded  to  it.  The  young  officer  told 
himself  that  he  had  never  traveled  so  swiftly 
on  horseback  before.  He  approached  the  gate 
at  a  rapid  run,  returned  the  sentry's  salute  of 
welcome,  and  presently  dismounted  in  front  of 
the  Colonel's  quarters.  He  drew  a  long  breath 
of  relief,  for  he  was  safe  for  the  time  Deing. 


CHAPTER  V. 
The  Reprimand 

**  \  A  7'^^'^  luck  have  you  had  ? "  said  Perkins^ 
V  V  who  had  stood  by  the  sentry  when 
Guy  dashed  by  and  now  came  up  to  see  how 
much  game  he  had  secured  during  his  wild 
ride.  "Say!  the  officer  of  the  guard  is  just 
waiting  to  give  you  fits.  You  know  the  orders 
are  that  you  must  not  gallop  into  the  Fort 
unless  there  is  something  after  you.  Why, 
where  have  you  been?"  he  added,  now  for  the 
first  time  noticing  how  white  the  young  offi- 
cer's face  was.     "Did  you  see  any  Sioux?" 

"Perk,  I  never  was  so  glad  to  get  inside  of 
a  stockade  before/'  replied  Guy,  handing  his  gun 
to  his  friend,  removing  his  cap  and  wiping  the 
perspiration  from  his  forehead.  "Yes,  sir;  I 
have  seen  a  Sioux  Indian  and  I  was  closer  to 
him  than  I  cared  to  be." 
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"Did  he  shoot  at  you?" 

"No,  but  he  said  something  to  me." 

"What  did  he  say?" 

"He  told  me  to  look  out  for  the  massacre 
that  is  coming  in  a  few  days." 

"Aw!  Get  out!"  exclaimed  Perkins.  "It 
is  very  likely  that  a  Sioux  would  tell  you 
that,  isn't  it  now?  Go  and  dream  something 
else." 

At  this  moment  an  Orderly  stepped  up  and, 
after  saluting,  informed  Guy  that  the  oflQcer 
of  the  day  wanted  to  see  him  right  away. 
Guy  handed  his  reins  to  Perkins  and  started 
to  obey. 

"  Wait  until  I  receive  my  reprimand  and 
then  I  will  tell  you  all  about  it,"  said  he. 
"I  am  telling  you  the  truth.  I  met  him  just 
on  the  other  side  of  that  hill." 

Guy  followed  the  Orderly  to  the  quarters  of 
the  officer  of  the  day  and  found  that  gentle- 
man there  alone.  His  face  wore  a  fierce  frown 
as  he  turned  about  in  his  chair  and  confronted 
the  young  officer. 
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I  have  got  back,  sir,"  said  Guy,  raising  his 
hdnd  to  his  cap. 

"  So  I  perceive,"  responded  Captain  Kendall. 
"You  have  disobeyed  orders  twice  since  you 
have  been  gone." 

"I  know  it,  sir,  and  I  am  willing  to  take  the 
scolding  which  I  deserve  for  the  first  one,  but 
if  you  knew  all  the  circumstances  you  would 
not  reprimand  me  for  the  second.  I  couldn't 
help  it,  sir.    My  horse  got  away  from  me." 

The  young  oflBcer's  air,  taken  in  connection 
with  his  pale  face,  made  his  superior  think 
there  was  something  back  of  it,  so  he  crossed 
his  legs,  settled  down  in  his  chair  and  re- 
quested him  to  go  on,  and  state  what  the 
horse  had  seen  to  frighten  him.  Guy  hardly 
knew  how  bo  begin,  for  he  was  satisfied  that 
he  could  not  make  the  ofiicer  believe  it. 

"I  followed  two  of  those  birds,  but  the  sec- 
ond one  got  away  from  me  and  flew  over  the 
ridge,  sir,"  said  Guy. 

"We  are  well  aware  of  that  fact,"  said  the 
officer  of  the  day,    "That  was  the  time  when 
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you  should  have  faced  about  and  returned  to 
the  Fort." 

"I  know  it,  sir,  and  I  confess  to  my  weak- 
ness there;  but  what  kept  me  so  long  was  an 
interview  I  had  with  a  Sioux  warrior  on  the 
other  side  of  the  ridge." 

The  officer  of  the  day  began  to  prick  up  his 
ears  when  he  heard  this.  He  straightened  up 
a  little  in  his  chair  and  simply  nodded  his 
head  as  if  to  tell  Guy  that  he  could  go  on. 
And  Guy  went  on.  He  related  the  whole  of 
his  interview  with  Winged  Arrow  without  in- 
terruption from  the  officer,  and  when  he  got 
through  he  showed  him  the  letter  which  the 
young  savage  had  given  him.  He  explained 
the  crimson  drops  which  were  represented  as 
falling  from  the  hand  that  was  beckoning  to 
Winged  Arrow  to  come  home. 

**That  tells  of  the  massacre  that  is  to  come, 
sir,"  said  he.  "They  have  shot  twenty  of  our 
men  since  we  have  been  here  at  the  Fort,  but 
Winged  Arrow  says  this  represents  more  than 
that." 
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*'Why,  they  must  be  going  to  kill  us  all 
oS,"  said  the  officer. 

*'It  certainly  looks  that  way,  sir,  and  he  says 
if  I  see  one  battlefield  I  will  never  want  to 
see  another." 

"And  he  gave  it  to  you  to  save  your  life?'* 
continued  the  Captain. 

"That  is  what  he  told  me,  sir.  He  told  me 
to  keep  it  about  my  uniform  wherever  I 
went." 

"Perhaps  the  Colonel  had  better  see  this," 
said  the  Captain,  after  a  moment's  pause. 
"Bat  I  shall  have  to  come  down  on  you  hard 
to  pay  you  for  goiug  over  the  other  side  of 
the  ridge." 

"  I  know  it,  sir.  I  ought  to  have  come  back 
then." 

"Well,  the  next  time  the  Colonel  trusts 
you,  be  sure  and  obey  all  orders  to  the  very 
letter.  Now  we  will  go  and  see  what  he  has 
to  say  about  it." 

Guy  felt  better  than  he  did  when  he  came 
into  that   room   a   little   while  ago.     Captain 
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Kendall  was  noted  for  "coming  down  hard" 
on  both  officers  and  men  who  did  not  obey 
the  law,  and  so  far  Guy  was  all  right;  but 
how  was  he  going  to  fare  when  he  saw  the 
Colonel  ?  He  followed  the  officer  as  he  walked 
toward  the  office,  and  looked  all  around  to  see 
if  he  could  find  Perkins  or  some  of  his  room- 
mates who  would  see  him  on  the  way  there. 
He  saw  Perkins,  still  holding  fast  to  his  horse, 
and  w^hen  the  officer  of  the  day  w^as  not  look- 
ing toward  him,  he  pulled  off  his  hat  and 
took  hold  of  his  hair  as  if  to  show  Guy  that 
he  was  now  about  to  get  a  reprimand  for  go- 
ing over  the  ridge.  The  officer  sent  in  his 
name  by  the  Orderly  and  found  the  Colonel 
pacing  back  and  forth  as  he  had  seen  him  on 
a  previous  occasion.  He  faced  about,  took 
one  hand  from  behind  him,  and  pointed  it  at 
Guy. 

''  What  do  you  mean,  sir,  by  coming  into 
the  Fort  as  if  all  the  Sioux  were  close  at 
your  heels?"  said  he. 

"Colonel,  if  you  will  permit  me,  I  should  be 
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glad  to  explain  that  thing,"  said  Captain  Ken- 
dall; "here  is  a  letter  that  tells  all  about  it." 

"Sit  down,  Captain,  and  that  boy  can  stand 
there  until  I  get  ready  to  talk  to  him,"  said 
the  Colonel.  "Where  did  you  find  this  letter, 
sir? " 

Captain  Kendall  made  answer  for  him,  and 
it  was  not  long  before  the  frown  on  his  face 
vanished  and  a  troubled  expression  came  to 
take  its  place. 

"The  next  time  we  send  out  a  party  for 
wood  is  when  the  massacre  is  going  to  take 
place,"  said  he,  when  the  Captain  had  ex- 
plained everything.  "We  must  be  on  the 
lookout  for  that.  Have  you  told  this  boy 
what  you  think  of  him  for  going  over  the 
other  side  of  the  ridge  ? " 

"Yes,  sir.    I  have  told  him  all  about  it." 

"Then  you  may  go." 

Guy  Preston  was  in  no  hurry  to  go  just 
then,  for  there  was  Winged  Arrow's  letter 
which  the  Colonel  did  not  show  any  signs  of 
returning  to  him.     He  sat  with  his  eyes  fas- 
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tened  upon  it,  and  then  Gay  looked  at  the 
officer  of  the  day.  The  latter  gave  him  a 
wink  as  if  to  say  that  it  was  all  right,  the 
Orderly  opened  the  door  for  him,  and  Guy 
went  out.  Perkins  still  kept  charge  of  the 
horse,  and  Guy  went  toward  him.  It  was 
against  the  law  for  an  officer  to  hire  or  ap- 
point an  enlisted  man  to  act  as  his  groom, 
and  so  every  officer  had  to  take  charge  of  his 
horse  himself.  But  the  thing  was  done  in 
spite  of  orders  and  is  done  yet.  Most  men 
are  not  backward  in  regard  to  earning  a 
quarter  for  rubbing  down  a  horse  in  time  for 
dress  parade,  and  many  a  coin  which  the  of' 
ficers  earn  slips  into  their  pockets.  They  do 
this  when  there  is  no  officer  about.  The 
minute  the  officer  of  the  day  or  guard  appears 
upon  the  scene,  they  grab  the  brush  and  the 
officer  finds  them  at  work  grooming  theil 
horses.  Perkins  would  have  stayed  there  un- 
til he  was  gray  headed,  for  Guy  had  told  him 
just  enough  of  his  adventures  to  want  to 
make  him  hear  more,  and   he   knew  that   he 
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would  have  to  come  there  after  his  horse. 
He  had  gathered  the  rest  of  his  roommates 
about  him,  and  they  were  all  impatient  for 
Guy's  appearance. 

"Here  he  comes  now,"  exclaimed  Arthur 
Brigham,  one  of  the  four  who  were  fresh  from 
"The  Point."  "Now  we  will  make  him  con- 
fess that  he  is  making  that  story  all  up  out 
of  his  own  head." 

"  You  will  not  make  me  go  back  on  a  single 
word  that  I  have  said,"  said  Guy,  taking  his 
reins  and  gun  from  Perkins's  hand.  "  Come  in 
with  me  until  I  rub  down  my  horse  and  I 
will  tell  you  all  about  it." 

"  But,  Guy,  did  you  really  see  an  Indian  and 
converse  with  him  ? "  asked  another. 

"I  did,  as  sure  as  you're  a  foot  high.  Ho 
was  a  splendid-looking  fellow,  and  talked  Eng- 
lish better  than  I  did." 

"Oh,  get  out,"  said  Arthur.  "What  chance 
had  he  to  learn  English  ? " 

"He  says  he  has  been  to  school  for  eight 
years.    He  knows  all  the  treaties  by  heart." 
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"Oh,  well,  that  accounts  for  it.  How  was 
he  dreesed?'' 

While  Guy  was  leading  his  horse  toward 
the  stable,  he  was  plied  w^ith  such  questions 
as  these,  and  he  hardly  knew  it  w^hen  the  sol- 
dier who  now  and  then  acted  as  his  groom, 
took  the  reins  from  his  hand,  led  the  horse  to 
his  place,  and  removed  the  saddle  and  bridle 
from  him.  Guy  leaned  upon  his  gun  while  all 
the  rest  of  the  boys,  except  Perkins,  crow^ded 
about  him  to  hear  some  more  of  his  story. 
Perkins  remained  near  the  door  to  keep  an 
eye  on  the  parade  ground.  He  did  not  intend 
to  let  the  officer  of  the  day  catch  a  soldier 
grooming  Guy's  horse. 

*'  Begin  at  the  beginning  and  tell  us  all  about 
it,"  said  Arthur.  "  You  say  he  was  a  smart  chap? " 

''  The  smartest  I  ever  saw  wrapped  up  in 
the  hide  of  an  Indian,"  said  Guy;  "  he  saluted 
me  as  if  he  had  been  in  the  army  all  his  life, 
and  the  language  with  which  he  addressed  me 
fairly  took  my  breath  away.  I  didn't  know 
what  to  say  to  him  in  reply." 
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**  Look  out,  boys,"  said  Perkins  in  a  whisper; 
"here  comes  Kendall."' 

The  boys  vanished  as  if  by  magic.  Guy 
peeled  off  his  coat,  took  the  brush  from  the 
hands  of  the  soldier,  and,  striking  up  a  whis- 
tle, proceeded  to  rub  down  his  horse;  the 
others  went,  some  to  examine  their  bridles  and 
some  to  give  their  nags  a  good  looking-over, 
and  not  another  word  was  said.  Captain  Ken- 
dall came  in  and  walked  the  whole  length  of 
the  stable  without  any  remark  and  then  went 
out ;  but  the  moment  he  disappeared  the  sol- 
dier took  the  brush,  and  the  young  officers 
gathered  about  Guy  again.  Not  a  word  was 
said  about  the  joke  they  had  played  upon  Cap- 
tain Kendall.  Such  scenes  were  an  every-day 
occurrence. 

"What  was  in  that  letter  he  gave  you?" 
asked  Perkins. 

"That  letter  won't  do  me  much  good,"  re- 
plied Guy,  with  a  discontented  look;  "the 
Coloners  got  it  and  I  guess  he  means  to  keep 
it." 
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*'Not  if  it  is  going  to  save  your  life,"  said 
one  of  his  roommates. 

"But  how  is  it  going  to  do  that?  I  must 
first  fall  into  the  hands  of  the  Sioux,  and  I 
don't  want  to  do  that,  I  bet  you.  I  have  not 
forgotten  those  men  that  they  killed." 

"  I  will  tell  you  what  let's  do,"  said  Perkins. 
"  Let's  go  and  see  Cyrus.  He  will  know  whether 
or  not  there  is  anything  to  it." 

This  the  boys  decided  to  do ;  and  when  the 
soldier  had  finished  grooming  the  horse,  they 
came  out  and  turned  their  steps  toward  the 
guide's  headquarters. 


CHAPTER    YI. 

The  Bundle  of  Sage  Brush 

«  OY  the  way/'  said  Lieutenant  Perkins,  be- 
-LJ  fore  they  had  gone  many  steps  on  their 
road,  "who  is  this  young  fellow,  Winged  Ar- 
row, or  whatever  you  call  him,  anyway?  Was 
he  richly  dressed?" 

"  I  don't  see  what  his  clothes  haa  to  do  with 
that,"  said  Arthur.  "  Of  course  he  was  richly 
dressed,  if  it  took  the  last  cent  he  had.  An 
Indian  will  put  all  he  has  on  his  back,  even  if 
his  stomach  goes  empty." 

*'This  fellow  didn%  I  tell  you,"  said  Guy. 
"The  most  I  could  see  of  his  uniform  was 
buckskin;  and  it  was  fixed  up  in  a  way  that 
must  have  taken  some  squaw  a  year  or 
more  to  turn  it  out  so  neatly.  I  saw  his 
pants,  or  a  portion  of  them  that  was  not  cov- 
ered up  by  his  leggings,  and  they  were   the 
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costliest  kind  of  broadcloth;  much  better  than 
those  we  wear, —  we  mounted  Lieutenants  who 
draw  $1500  a  year." 

"I  wonder  if  his  father  is  rich,"  said  Per- 
kins. 

*' There!"  exclaimed  Guy.  "I  knew  there 
was  something  I  had  forgotten.  I  never  thought 
to  ask  him  who  his  father  was." 

*'You  made  a  mistake  there,"  said  Arthur. 
"  He  must  be  a  man  of  some  note  in  the  tribe, 
or  his  son  would  not  be  allowed  to  meet  an 
enemy  on  the  lines.  You  say  that  there  were 
Sioux  watching  you  all  the  time?" 

"  Yes,  and  he  showed  me  the  hiding  place 
of  one  of  them;  but  you  might  as  well  look 
for  a  needle  in  a  haystack  as  to  try  to  make 
him  out.  My  horse  smelled  him,  however,  and 
that  was  the  reason  he  ran   away   with   me." 

The  boys  had  by  this  time  reached  the 
guide's  headquarters,  and  there  they  found  the 
man  of  whom  they  were  in  search  sitting  on 
an  empty  cracker  box,  smoking  his  pipe.  We 
ought  rather  to  have  said  ''  the  boy,"  for  Cyrus 
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was  about  their  own  age.  No  one  knew  what 
his  other  name  was,  whether  Cyrus  was  his 
given  or  surname,  and,  as  he  did  not  volunteer 
the  information,  no  one  cared  to  ask  him.  He 
had  been  born  on  the  plains,  for  no  one  could 
have  learned  so  much  unless  he  had  been;  and 
the  boys  had  told  one  another  confidentially 
that  there  was  a  story  back  of  it.  He  was 
talkative  enough  whenever  he  was  approached 
on  any  other  subject,  but  the  moment  they 
tried  to  pry  into  his  parentage  Cyrus  closed 
his  mouth  and  would  say  nothing  more.  He 
was  very  friendly  with  all  the  young  officers, 
accepted  the  cigars  and  tobacco  which  they 
offered  him,  and  gave  them  "points''  when 
they  went  out  on  a  scout  after  Indians;  but 
who  his  father  was  was  a  question  he  would 
not  answer..  He  was  taller  than  any  boy  in 
the  party,  and  the  muscles  on  his  arms  were 
something  to  wonder  at. 

"Halloo ! "  said  he,  knocking  the  ashes  from 
his  pipe  and  filling  up  for  a  fresh  smoke,  "Guy 
got  a  reprimand.    I  can  see  it  plainly  enough. 
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Why  didn't  you  obey  the  Adjutant's  orders, 
and  come  in  when  your  game  flew  off  over 
the  ridge  ? " 

"Well,  there  is  once  that  you  are  mis- 
taken," said  Guy.  "I  told  the  officer  of  the 
day  just  why  I  did  not  come  back,  and  he 
said  that  the  next  time  the  Colonel  trusted 
me  I  was  to  do  just  as  I  was   told." 

"Kendall  is  the  officer  of  the  day,  is  he  not?" 
replied  Cyrus.  "  That  is  the  first  time  I  ever 
knew  of  him  letting  a  young  officer  off  so  easily. 
You  must  have  seen  something  over  there." 

"Yes,  T  did;  and  I  want  to  know  if  you  ever 
heard  of,  or  have  seen  something,  I  don't  care 
what  it  was,  w^iich  was  given  to  a  white  man 
that  would  save  his  life  if  he  were  to  fall 
into  the  hands  of  the  Sioux?" 

"I  certainly  have,"  replied  Cyrus. 

"What  was  it?"  asked  all  the  boys  at  once. 

"Have  you  found  such  a  thing?" 

"No;  but  I  had  something  given  to  me.  It 
was  a  letter  which  Winged  Arrow's  father 
had  written  to  him  to  come  home." 
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"Where  is  the  letter?" 

"The  Coloners  got  it  and  I  don't  know 
whether  he  means  to  give  it  up  or  not.  I 
tell  you  it  put  him  on  nettles  too.  It  tells 
of  a  mf  5sacre  that  is  to  come  off  very  shortly. 
The  C(  [onel  says  that  the  next  time  we  go 
out  afljr  a  load  of  wood  we  have  got  to  look 
out." 

"I  know  pretty  nearly  all  the  Sioux  that 
there  are  in  that  camp,  but  I  never  heard  of 
Winged  Arrow  before/'  said  Cyrus.  "What 
sort  of  a  looking  chap  was  he?  Tell  me  all 
about  the  history  of  that  letter,  and  then  1 
will  tell  you  some  more." 

Once  more  Guy  began  and  told  his  story, 
and  Cyrus  seemed  to  take  it  all  as  a  matter 
of  course,  for  he  never  expressed  surprise  at 
anything  the  young  officer  told  him.  When 
Guy  had  finished  his  tale,  Cyrus  lighted  his 
pipe  and  sat  with  his  elbows  on  his  knees, 
looking  thoughtfully  at  the  floor. 

"So  it  seems  that  we  young  officers  have 
got  some  friends  in  the  camp  of  the  Sioux 
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all  unbeknown  to  us,"  said  Guy,  after  waiting 
for  Cyrus  to  say  something.  "  They  don't 
want  us  all  killed  off." 

"Well,  that  stands  to  reason,"  said  Cyrus. 
"  This  Winged  Arrow  has  been  under  ii  struc- 
tion  of  white  people  all  the  time  for  eight 
years,  as  you  say,  and  he  doesn't  want  o  see 
any  of  your  kind  hurt.  That  letter  will  save 
the  life  of  anybody  who  falls  into  the  hands 
of  the  Sioax." 

"Do  you  know  that  to  be  a  fact?"  asked 
Arthur,  who,  like  all  the  rest  of  the  party, 
was  greatly  astonished. 

"Yes,  sir;  I  know  it  is  so,"  said  Cyrus,  em- 
phatically. "Mine  was  saved  once  by  a  sim- 
ple bunch  of  sage  brush  which  I  had  in  one 
of  my  pockets." 

"  Oh,  go  on  and  tell  us  all  about  it,"  chorused 
the  boys,  looking  around  for  some  place  to  sit 
down.  "I  don't  see  what  there  could  have 
been  in  a  lot  of  sage  brush  to  save  your  life." 

"It  is  not  a  long  story,  so  you  need  not  get 
ready   for   an   all   night's   entertainment,"  re- 
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turned  Cyrus.  "  You  know  I  have  always  been 
kind  of  friendly  toward  the  Indians;  whether 
Sioux  or  Pawnee,  it  made  no  sort  of  difference 
to  me,  for  I  live  a  good  deal  like  them  my- 
self. About  two  years  ago  we  had  some  war 
on  with  the  Sioux,  about  some  land,  of  course^, 
and  I  was  off  scouting  by  myself  to  see  what 
I  could  find.  I  was  not  attached  to  any  post, 
then.  One  day  I  was  within  hearing  of  a  tre- 
mendous fight  that  came  off  between  our  fel- 
lows and  the  Sioux,  but  I  did  not  go  near  the- 
battlefield  until  it  was  all  over.  The  next 
day  I  went  up  and  found  that  our  men  had 
been  victorious.  The  dead  and  wounded  In- 
dians were  buried  where  they  had  fallen,  and 
our  own  people  had  disappeared.  They  had 
been  carried  away  by  our  fellows  so  that  the 
reds  could  not  dig  them  up  and  mutilate 
them. 

"I  was  just  about  mounting  my  horse  to  go 
on  again,  when  I  heard  a  groan  coming  from 
a  thicket  close  at  my  side,  mingled  with  the 
cries  in  the  Sioux  tongue  of  *  Water!  Waterl' 
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I  tell  you  I  did  not  feel  safe  in  going  up  to 
find  out  what  the  matter  was,  for  the  Indians^ 
oven  though  they  are  wounded  unto  death, 
have  a  way  of  keeping  a  weapon  in  their 
hands  ready  to  be  the  death  of  any  one  who 
•comes  near  them;  but  finally  I  made  out  to 
.see  the  man,  and  there  was  not  anything  in 
the  shape  of  a  revolver  or  knife  near  him. 
He  was  shot  through  both  hips,  but  had  man- 
aged to  drag  himself  out  of  sight  there  in  the 
thicket  where  he  had  lain  undisturbed  by  our 
forces  when  they  were  burying  the  dead: 
When  I  came  up  to  him  he  held  out  his 
hands  piteous! y  and  begged  for  water.  He 
saw  that  I  was  supplied,  for  he  had  his  eyes 
on  my  canteen,  and  although  somebody  might 
call  me  a  fool  for  doing  it,  I  took  it  off  and 
gave  it  to  him.  He  was  a  human  being  and 
somehow  I  could  not  bear  to  knock  him  in 
the  head.  He  seemed  greatly  surprised  at  that, 
and  grateful  too;  and  after  a  little  while  I 
began  a  conversation  with  him.  He  told  me 
that  he  had  been  shot  out  there  on  the  plains, 
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but  had  dragged  himself  to  those  bushes  with- 
out a  weapon  of  any  kind,  and  that  nothing 
remained  for  him  but  to  lie  there  and  die. 
Of  course  I  could  not  do  anything  for  him, 
for  he  was  shot  in  such  a  way  that  he  could 
not  sit  upright  on  a  horse.  I  left  him  the 
little  grub  I  had  and  promised  that  if  I  could 
find  any  one  to  send  after  him,  I  would  do 
it;  but  that  was  all  in  my  one  eye.  1  sup- 
posed when  I  left  him  it  would  be  the  last  of 
him. 

"Just  as  I  was  about  to  get  on  my  horse 
and  ride  away  from  him,  he  thrust  his  hand 
into  his  medicine  sack  and  drew  out  something 
wrapped  up  in  buckskin,  which  he  held  toward 
me.  I  said  nothing,  but  took  it,  and  when  I 
was  a  little  way  off  I  unrolled  the  thing,  and 
found  that  I  had  a  handful  of  sage  grass.  My 
first  impulse  was  to  drop  it,  for  I  did  not  be- 
lieve that  it  would  be  of  any  use  to  me ;  but 
in  time  I  happened  to  remember  that  such 
things  HAD  served  prisoners  in  some  way  or 
another  and  saved  their  lives." 
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"Why,  how  would  it  do  that?"  said  Ar- 
thur. 

"I  do  not  know,"  replied  Cyrus,  "whether 
it  is  a  sign  from  one  Indian  to  another,  or 
some  medicine  which  they  think  will  protect 
anybody  who  has  it, —  it  is  beyond  me  quite. 
It  did  not  protect  this  Indian;  for  if  it  had, 
the  white  man's  bullet  that  shot  him  through 
the  hips  would  have  been  turned  away  and 
never  hit  him  at  all.  Well,  I  took  it,  put  it 
in  one  of  my  pockets,  and  started  on  the  trail 
of  our  forces,  intending  to  overtake  them  as 
soon  as  I  could,  when  the  first  thing  I  knew 
I  ran  plump  into  a  squad  of  about  twenty 
warriors;  or,  rather,  they  ran  into  me,  for  they 
came  over  a  hill  and  surrounded  me  before  I 
could  think  twice.  '  Well,'  said  I,  '  You  are 
gone  up  this  time.  It  is  no  use  trying  to  get 
away,  but  some  of  these  savages  will  go  be- 
fore you  do.'    So  I  cut  loose  with  my  rifle — " 

"Do  you  mean  to  say  that  you  shot  while 
the  Indians  were  all  around  you?"  exclaimed 
Guy  in  astonishment. 
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"  Certainly,"  replied  Cyrus.  "  I  supposed  that 
if  I  was  caught  alive,  there  could  be  only  one 
case  for  me,  and  that  was  to  be  tortured,  so 
I  determined  to  do  what  damage  I  could  be- 
fore I  went.  I  got  two  of  the  warriors,  and  I 
did  not  make  any  mistake  about  it  either,  and 
then  somebody  shot  my  horse  through  the 
head  and  I  came  to  the  ground.  Before  I 
could  say  'General  Jackson,'  I  was  disarmed 
and  my  hands  tied  behind  my  back.  I  was 
done  for  at  last." 

The  boys  waited  impatiently  for  Cyrus  to 
go  on  with  his  story,  but  he  leaned  his  elbows 
on  his  knees  and  took  a  few  long  pulls  at  his. 
pipe.  At  length  Guy  began  to  grow  indig- 
nant. 

"Well,  it  seems  as  though  the  Indians  left 
a  great  deal  of  you,  if  they  did  burn  you  to- 
death,"  said  he.  "  Didn't  they  leave  enough  of 
you  to  finish  your  tale?" 

Cyrus  laughed  heartily. 

"I  was  just  going  over  in  my  mind  the  way 
things  happened    there  during   the  next  few 
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minutes,"  said  he,  when  he  had  sobered  down. 
"  They  all  began  shouting  at  once,  and  I  knew 
by  the  noise  they  made  that  we  were  safe 
from  our  boys,  and  that  I  had  nobody  to  rescue 
me.  Some  began  shouting  out  one  thing  and 
some  another,  but  I  knew  from  what  they  said 
that  they  were  in  favor  of  disposing  of  me  at 
once,  because  they  did  not  think  it  safe  to 
take  me  to  their  village.  They  put  a  lariat 
around  my  neck,  jumped  on  their  horses  and 
started  for  a  little  grove  of  willows  about  five 
miles  off;  and  although  1  was  a  pretty  fair 
runner,  I  was  completely  whipped  by  the  time 
we  got  there.  T  tried  my  level  best  to  make 
them  listen  to  me,  but  I  might  as  well  have 
shouted  against  the  roar  of  Niagara.  When 
we  got  to  the  willows  I  could  not  say  a  word. 
They  untied  my  hands  and  while  some  pro- 
ceeded to  cut  the  fuel  with  which  they  were 
about  to  torture  me,  the  others  peeled  off  my 
clothes;  and  they  went  into  every  pocket  to 
see  what  I  had  that  was  worth  stealing.  Pres- 
ently one  of  them  took  up  my  pants  which 
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had  my  pipe,  tobacco,  and  money  in  them,  and 
the  first  thing  he  drew  out  was  that  roll  of 
buckskin  which  contained  the  sage  brush  that 
the  wounded  Indian  had  given  me.  The  grunt 
he  gave  when  he  unrolled  it  was  enough  to 
bring  all  the  Indians  about  him.  The  shout- 
ing instantly  ceased.  Tb-y  examined  the  sage 
brush,  turned  it  on  all  ^  e^  to  see  if  there 
was  anything  more  with  ^l,  ^nd  at  last  looked 
at  me. 

"*Have  you  fellows  got  so  that  you  can 
listen  to  a  white  man  at  last  ? '  said  I,  '  I  know 
where  I  got  that,  and  who  gave  it  to  me.  If 
you  will  go  with  me  I  will  show  him  to 
you.' 

"  They  could  understand  me  well  enough 
when  they  were  not  shouting  so  as  to  drown 
my  words.  One  of  them,  who  spoke  a  little 
better  English  than  the  rest,  ordered  me  to 
tell  my  story;  but  I  told  him  that  I  could 
speak  his  own  language  better  than  he  could, 
and  so  spoke  to  him  in  his  own  dialect.  When 
I  got  through  they  wanted  to  hold  a  consulta- 
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tion  and  they  drew  off  several  feet,  this  time 
leaving  me  untied.  When  they  came  back 
they  allowed  me  to  put  on  my  clothes  and 
told  me  to  lead  them  to  their  wounded  com- 
rade. If  I  had  been  a  tenderfoot  then  I  should 
have  been  in  a  fix,  for  the  prairie  on  all  sides 
looked  the  same;  but  there  were  certain  little 
landmarks  which  I  remembered,  and  in  process 
of  time  I  brought  them  to  the  bush  which 
concealed  the  man  of  whom  I  was  in  search. 
One  would  have  thought  from  the  anxiety  they 
showed  to  meet  the  man,  that  there  would 
have  been  a  big  jubilee  over  finding  him;  but 
they  did  not  act  so  at  all.  They  simply  ex- 
changed a  few  words  with  him  and  then  came 
back  to  me.  My  horse,  weapons,  and  every 
thing  I  had  lost  by  them  was  restored,  all 
except  my  sage  brush,  which  I  wanted  more 
than  I  did  anything  else.  Then  they  told  me 
I  Q'^uld  go;  and  I  lost  no  time  in  getting  out 
of  there.  That  letter  of  yours.  Lieutenant, 
might  do  the  same  thing  for  any  one  who 
happened  to  have  it  about  him;  and  for  that 
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reason  I  would  like  to  see  it.  Don't  you  think 
the  Colonel  would  give  it  up  if  you  asked 
him  ? " 

Cyrus,  who  fcai  allowed  h.u  pipe  to  go  out 
while  he  was  talking,  struck  a  match  on  the 
floor  and  turned  toward  Gruy  for  an  answer. 


CHAPTER  VII. 

"Goop-BY  Cybup" 

<^  A  ND  do  you  reall}^  believe  that  that  bit  of 
^^  sage  brush,  which  anyone  could  have 
picked  up  on  the  prairie,  was  the  means  of 
saving  your  life  ? "  inquired  Guy,  when  Cjtus 
ceased  speaking. 

"Or  it  may  have  been  the  water  and  food 
you  gave  him,"  said  Arthur.  "Almost  any- 
body would  have  been  grateful  for  that." 

*'No,  it  was  the  sage  brush,"  said  Cyrus 
earnestly.  "  The  Indians  carried  it  with  them 
when  they  went  to  the  wounded  man  and 
showed  it  to  him  before  they  told  me  that  I 
could  go.  He  exchanged  a  few  words  with 
them  in  tones  so  low  that  I  could  not  over- 
hear them,  and  after  that  they  came  to  theit 
decision  regarding  me.  I  say  it  was  the  «age 
brush  and  nothing  else." 

(86) 


"GOOD-BY  CYRUS"  87 

**  Guy/'  said  one  of  his  roommatss,  "you 
must  get  that  letter.     Cyrus  wants  to  see  it.'' 

'*It  is  not  that  so  much  as  I  want  it  to 
help  me  in  something  I  am  going  to  do  to- 
night," said  Cyrus.  ''I  don't  want  you  boys 
to  say  anything  about  it,  but  I  am  going  to 
try  to  get  those  dispatches  to  Fort  Eobinson 
as  soon  as  it  becomes  dark." 

The  young  officers  were  really  surprised 
now.  Here  was  a  boy  who  was  about  to  take 
the  same  chances  that  two  of  their  most 
trusted  scouts  had  attempted  only  a  short 
time  before,  and  he  knew  that  he  was  going 
to  fall  into  the  hands  of  the  Sioux  before  he 
got  through.  For  a  minute  or  two  no  one 
spoke.  They  looked  at  Cyrus  and  then  at  one 
another,  and  finally  shook  their  heads  as  if 
the  matter  was  too  deep  for  them  to  under- 
stand. 

"I  am  going  to  try  it  to-night,"  said  Cyrus, 
and  for  the  first  time  in  their  lives  the  boys 
saw  him  put  on  a  determined  look,  which  re- 
vealed more  of  the  boy's  character  than  they 
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had  ever  dreamed  of.  Cyrus  had  pluck  in 
him;  there  were  no  two  ways  about  that.  "If 
I  fail,  as  a  good  many  better  men  than  I 
have,  who  have  tried  it,  it  will  be  the  last 
you  will  ever  see  of  me." 

"But,  Cj/rus,  how  do  you  know  that  the  let- 
ter will  prove  an  advantage  to  you?"  asked 
Guy.  "You  seem  to  be  depending  upon  some- 
thing that  none  of  as  ever  supposed  that  a 
Sioux  had;   I  mean  gratitude." 

"Oh,  I  know  the  way  your  speakers  and 
writers  of  books  have  ventilated  their  opin- 
ions on  that  subject,  but  I  will  tell  you  that 
gratitude  is  a  thing  that  Indians  have  as  well 
as  white  men,"  said  Cyrus,  getting  upon  his 
feet  and  pacing  the  floor.  "You  call  an  In- 
dian a  savage,  and  say  that  everybody  who 
falls  into  his  hands  is  booked  for  Davy's  locker 
sure  enough;  but  some  of  them  have  hearts. 
If  the  Colonel  would  let  me,  I  would  not  be 
afraid  to  take  Guy's  letter  and  go  into  the 
Sioux  camp  this  very  minute." 

"  Well,  you  have  more  faith  in  them  than  I 
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have,"  said  Guy,  astoDished  by  the  proposition, 
"You  go  into  the  Sioux  camp  to-night  and 
we  will  never  hear  any  more  stories  from  you; 
you  can  bet  on  that." 

"  Somebody  has  to  take  the  risk,  and  since 
the  Colonel  has  been  to  me,  I  can't  well  re- 
fuse. We  shall  all  be  massacred  if  we  stay 
here,  and  if  some  one  has  got  to  die  in  order 
to  save  the  rest,  it  might  as  well  be  myself 
as  anybody.  Guy,  will  you  get  the  letter  for 
me?" 

"Certainly,"  said  the  officer,  who  had  never 
heard  Cyrus  speak  in  such  a  tone  of  voice 
before.    *'  It  is  my  letter  and  I  must  have  it." 

"  Don't  say  anything  to  him  about  what  I 
have  told  you,"  said  Cyrus.  "  I  am  disobeying 
orders  by  telling  you,  and  you  must  keep  my 
secret." 

After  the  boys  had  all  promised  to  be  care- 
ful, Guy  Preston  came  out  and  turned  toward 
the  Colonel's  quarters.  He  heard  the  invita- 
tion in  the  commandant's  voice,  "Tell  him  to 
come  in,"  and  Guy  entered  and  found  the  oflB- 
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cer  pacing  up  and  down  his  narrow  room  as 
he  had  seen  him  twice  before.  Indeed  he  did 
not  appear  to  have  anything  else  to  do.  He 
wanted  to  tind  some  way  of  getting  out  of 
the  predicament  he  was  in,  and  he  hoped  by 
walking  the  floor  that  something  would  occur 
to  him. 

"  Sit  down,  Mr.  Preston,"  said  he. 

"  Thank  you,  sir,  but  I  don't  want  to  stop 
long,"  was  the  reply.  "I  gave  you  a  letter 
which  Winged  Arrow  gave  to  me,  and  you 
have  not  returned  it.  The  young  savage 
wanted  me  to  keep  that  letter  in  my  uniform 
wherever  I  went,  thinking  it  might  be  of  serv- 
ice to  me  if  I  were  captured." 

''  Why,  you  don't  expect  to  fall  into  the 
power  of  the  Sioux,  do  you?"  said  the  Colo- 
nel with  a  smile. 

''  No,  sir,  I  don't  expect  to,  but  there  is  no 
telling  what  may  happen." 

"  I  thought  I  would  send  that  in  making 
out  my  report,"  said  the  officer.  "  If  you  don't 
mind,  that  is  what  I  will  do  with  it." 
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Guy  was  astonished  and  greatly  alarmed 
when  he  heard  this.  Aside  from  the  protec- 
tion which  the  letter  might  afford  him,  there 
was  Cyrus  who  was  particularly  anxious  to 
have  it,  in  view  of  the  perilous  undertaking 
which  the  passing  of  the  hours  was  rapidly 
bringing  tovv^ard  him.  Cyrus  was  a  favorite 
with  all  the  onicers  and  men,  and  he  must 
have  the  letter  if  there  were  any  way  to  bring 
it  about.  He  did  not  believe  in  such  things, 
but  Cyrus  did,  and  he  thought  that  the  men- 
tion of  his  name  would  help   matters  a  little. 

"  I  have  been  talking  to  Cyrus  about  it,  and 
he  wants  to  see  it,"  said  he,  at  a  venture. 

"Oh,  Cyrus,"  exclaimed  the  Colonel,  rising  to 
his  feet  and  going  to  his  desk,  "  That  puts  a 
different  look  on  the  affair.  I  suppose  that 
when  he  is  done  with  the  letter  that  you  will 
bring  it  back." 

"Yes,  sir;  when  he  is  done  with  it,"  replied 
Guy,  extending  his  hand  for  the  document. 

The  Colonel  evidently  did  not  notice  the 
emphasis  he  placed  upon  the  verb,  for  if  he 
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had  he  would  have  asked  him  to  explain. 
He  handed  out  the  letter,  and,  after  thanking 
him  for  it,  Guy  put  on  his  cap  and  left  the 
room. 

"  I  said  when  he  was  done  with  it  I  would 
return  it/'  said  he  to  himself,  as  he  ran 
across  the  parade  ground,  *'that  will  be  after 
the  letter  has  served  his  purpose.  I  hope  it 
will  assist  him  in  getting  out  of  the  hands  of 
those  rascally  Sioux,  if  he  is  unfortunate 
enough  to  fall  into  them;  but  I  don't  know. 
I  would  rather  see  our  regiment  drawn  up 
with  sabers  in  their  hands  than  to  believe  in 
this  thing." 

Cyrus  was  in  the  quarters  alone.  The  young 
officers  having  thought  of  various  duties  they 
had  yet  to  perform,  had  gone  away  to  attend 
to  them.  He  received  the  letter  with  a  smile 
and  gave  it  a  good  looking-over.  "It  was 
drawn  by  an  Indian,"  he  remarked,  as  he  folded 
up  the  letter  and  placed  it  in  his  pocket. 

"  Now  w^hen  you  are  all  through  with  that, 
you  must  give  it   back  to  the   Colonel,"  said 
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Guy,  "  I  have  promised  him  that.  But  it  seems 
to  me  that  you  are  relying  on  a  poor  prop." 

*'You  probably  get  your  notions  of  Indians 
from  some  books  that  you  have  read,"  replied 
Cyrus.  "  I  never  have  heard  of  a  v^ar  yet  in 
which  some  prisoner,  either  v^hite  man  or 
savage,  did  not  owe  his  life  to  some  such 
thing  as  this.  You  never  see  anything  about 
it  in  print,  because  the  majority  of  people 
they  capture  are  not  high  enough  up  to 
believe  in  such  foolish  ideas.  They  don't  be- 
lieve that  because  a  thing  is  senseless  and 
can't  speak,  that  it  will  be  of  any  benefit  to 
them;  but  you  ask  some  men,  who  have  been 
out  here  on  the  prairie  all  their  lives  and 
have  associated  with  Indians  more  than  they 
have  with  the  whites,  what  they  think  of 
these  things.  They  will  tell  you  that  there 
is  more  faith  to  be  put  in  them  than  in  a 
regiment  of  soldiers." 

Guy  was  amazed  to  hear  Cyrus  talk  in  this 
way.  He  grew  animated  and  talked  like 
some  one  who  had  been  through  all  the  books 
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at  school,  and,  furthermore,  his  words  carried 
weight  with  them.  Guy  was  encouraged.  He 
hoped  that  Cyrus  would  get  through  in  safety 
with  his  dispatches,  or,  failing  that,  the  letter 
would  take  him  through  the  hostile  ranks  of 
the  Sioux  and  bring  him  unharmed  back  to 
them. 

^'You  talk  as  though  you  were  not  going 
through,"  said  he,  not  knowing  what  else  to 
say. 

''Well,  those  two  men  who  tried  it  the 
other  night  were  well  up  in  all  that  relates 
to  the  Indians  and  the  prairie  on  w^iich  they 
live,  and  if  they  did  not  get  through  there  is 
a  small  chance  for  me.  Now  I  want  to  lie  down 
and  take  a  little  sleep,  and  when  the  Orderly 
comes  he  will  know  where  to  find  me." 

*^I  may  not  see  you  again  and  so  I  will  bid 
you  good-by,"  said  Guy,  who  felt  that  he  was 
parting  from  an  older  brother.  He  thrust  out 
his  hand,  and  Cyrus  took  it  and  clasped  it 
warmly.  Not  another  word  was  said.  The 
officer  put  on  his  hat  and  left  the  quarters. 
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*' Don't  I  wish  that  I  had  half  the  pluck 
that  that  man  has?"  said  he  to  himself.  "If 
that  were  all,  he  would  hoodwink  the  sav- 
ages in  some  way;  but  they  are  too  many  for 
him.  Good-by  Cyrus.  I  will  never  see  yoa 
again." 

It  was  a  long  night  to  Guy  Preston  and  his 
two  companions  who  were  with  him  —  tw^o  of 
them  were  on  duty  and  they  did  not  see 
much  of  them — and  when  the  next  day  came 
it  was  harder  than  ever,  for  they  were  obliged 
to  pretend  ignorance  of  Cyrus's  w^hereabouts. 
"When  he  got  up  Guy  passed  the  time  until 
breakfast  in  attending  to  such  duties  as  were 
before  him,  and  then  he  drew  a  bee  line  for 
the  guide's  headquarters.  He  wanted  to  see 
if  anybody  there  knew  anything  of  Cyrus. 

"  You  tell  where  Cyrus  is,"  said  Tony,  who 
was  taking  his  after-breakfast  smoke.  "When 
I  went  to  bed  he  lay  right  there;  but  when  I 
got  up  this  morning  his  bunk  was  empty." 

"It  is  my  opinion  that  he  has  gone  off  with 
the  dispatches  that  we  failed  to  get  through 
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with  the  night  we  tried  it,"  said  Mike,  who 
was  Tony's  partner  on  that  unsuccessful  ex- 
pedition. 

"Good  land!  He  can't  get  through,"  ex- 
claimed Tony.  "  I  tell  you,  Lieutenant,  the 
Sioux  are  thicker  than  blackberries  in  a  New 
England  pasture  out  there.  Whichever  way 
we  turned  we  saw  something  to  drive  us  back. 
The  Kurn  knows  mighty  well  that  we  would 
have  gone  on  if  we  had  seen  the  ghost  of  a 
chance  to  get  through,  because  all  the  men 
here  are  in  the  same  fix  that  we  are;  but 
what  are  you  going  to  do  when  every  tuft 
of  grass  you  look  at  turns  out  to  be  an 
enemy  ?" 

" Could  you  see  the  Sioux?"  asked  Guy. 

"No;  but  our  horses  smelled  them,  and  that 
was  enough  for  us.  Whenever  they  stopped 
and  looked  before  them  with  cocked  ears  and 
snorted,  we  went  back  and  tried  some  other 
way;  but  it  was  the  same  all  around  the 
camp.  But  I  am  mighty  sorry  to  lose  Cyrus. 
He  was  the  best  fellow  in  camp." 
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"Certain.  If  he  isn^t  captured,  the  Sioux 
will  drive  him  back.  There's  one  thing  that 
I  have  got  against  him/'  said  the  other  scout. 
'*  He  has  left  his  horse  behind  him.  If  I  had 
had  anything  to  do  with  his  going  away,  I 
should  have  told  him  to  be  sure  and  take  that 
pony." 

Until  very  recently  Guy  did  not  believe  that 
a  white  man's  horse  could  scent  an  Indian 
further  than  he  could  see  him,  but  he  did  be- 
lieve it  now.  His  experience  with  his  excited 
horse  the  morning  before  had  confirmed  the 
story. 

"A  white  man's  horse  won't  go  up  to  an 
Indian  that  is  lying  in  the  grass,"  continued 
the  scout.  "  He  will  turn  out  and  go  some 
other  way;  and  an  Indian's  pony  acts  just  the 
same  way  with  a  white  man.  The  horses  en- 
ter into  the  spirit  of  the  matter  and  hate  a 
foe  as  heartily  as  their  riders  do." 

Guy  had  heard  all  he  wanted  to  hear  about 
Cyrus's  disappearance,  and  returned  to  his 
room  to  get  ready   for   guard   mount,  for   he 
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was  to  go  on  duty  then.  Not  one  of  his 
roommates  could  tell  him  a  single  thing 
he  had  not  learned  already.  No  one  knew 
when  Cyrus  went  away,  and  the  only  thing 
for  them  to  do  was  to  wait  patiently  for  two 
or  three  days,  or  until  they  could  hear  from 
Cyrus  direct.  Guy  was  glad  to  have  some 
duties  to  perform,  because  they  kept  him  on 
the  move  and  he  did  not  have  as  much  time 
to  think  as  he  did  when  left  to  himself. 

At  twelve  o'clock  his  relief  came  on  and, 
after  eating  his  dinner,  Guy  went  into  his  room 
and  laid  down  to  get  a  wink  of  sleep  to  pre- 
pare him  for  the  mid-watch  which  came  on 
at  six  o'clock;  but  it  seemed  to  him  that  he 
had  scarcely  closed  his  eyes  when  he  was 
aroused  by  the  long  roll  and  the  hurrying  of 
feet  outside  his  quarters.  To  get  up,  pull  on 
his  boots,  seize  his  coat  with  one  hand  and 
his  sword  with  the  other  was  done  in  less  time 
than  we  take  to  write  it,  and  Guy  rushed  out 
to  find  his  company  rapidly  falling  in  on  the 
parade  ground.     Perkins,  came  up  at  the  same 
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instant,  and  met  Guy  with  some    encouraging 
words. 

''  The  massacre  has  come  and  in  much  less 
time  than  Winged  Arrow  thought  it  would," 
said  he.     "Now  where  is  your  letter?'^ 

Guy  did  not  have  time  to  answer,  for  the 
sharp  voice  of  the  Colonel  was  heard  ordering 
them  to  their  stations.  When  Guy  got  up  on 
the  palisade  and  took  his  position  in  readiness 
to  defend  the  gun  which  was  pointed  toward 
a  distant  swell,  he  had  opportunity  to  look 
about  him. 

"All  ready  with  that  gun?"  asked  the  officer 
in  command. 

"  All  ready,  sir,"  replied  the  Captain  of  the 
piece,  squinting  along  the  gun  to  make  sure 
that  it  covered  the  hill.  "I  can  knock  the 
last  one  of  that  group  if  I  can  get  orders  to 
fire  now,  sir." 

Guy  looked  toward  the  swell  and  saw  a  party 
of  half  a  dozen  warriors  there,  all  of  whom 
were  mounted  save  one.  He  had  just  time  to 
note  this  fact  when   he    saw    the    dismounted 
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man  start  down  the  swell  toward  the  Fort, 
while  the  others  of  the  group  disappeared  be- 
hind the  hill.  The  man  was  plainly  a  prisoner 
and  had  been  liberated.  Guy's  heart  seemed 
to  beat  loudly  as  he  drew  nearer  to  the  officer 
who  commanded  the  gun  and  said,  in  a  scarcely 
audible  whisper:  — 

**  Is  that  Cyrus,  sir?" 

The  man  who  had  a  glass  removed  it  from 
his  eyes  long  enough  to  stare  blankly  at  Guy, 
and  then,  as  if  getting  something  through  his 
head,  he  leveled  the  glass  once  more  and  said, 
while  he  caught  a  momentary  glimpse  of  the 
figure:  — 

"  By  George !  I  believe  you  are  right." 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

In  the  Hands  of  the  Sioux 

THE  excuse  that  Cyrus  made,  that  he  wanted 
to  lie  down  and  get  a  wink  of  sleep  be- 
fore the  Colonel's  Orderly  came  to  find  him, 
was  merely  a  pretense  to  get  lid  of  the  offi- 
cer, and  nothing  else.  When  Guy  went  out  he 
lay  down  on  his  bunk,  but  he  did  not  stay 
there  more  than  five  minutes.  No  one  came 
in  to  bother  him,  and  Cyrus,  thinking  that  as 
good  a  time  to  reach  the  Colonel's  quarters 
without  attracting  the  attention  of  anybody, 
got  up  and,  by  keeping  close  to  the  palisades 
and  behind  the  out-buildings,  drew  up  at 
last  before  one  of  the  windows  of  the  com- 
manding officer's  room.  It  really  was  not  a 
window  at  all,  but  an  opening  left  in  the  logs 
and  covered  with  a  piece  of  muslin  so  as  to  ad- 
mit the  light.     He  listened,  but  could    hear 
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nothing  but  the  steady  tramp  of  the  Colonel 
as  he  paced  back  and  forth  in  his  room. 
Then  he  raised  his  hand  and  with  his 
knuckles  gave  a  peculiar  rap  on  the  casement. 
A  moment  afterward  the  corner  of  the  piece 
of  muslin  was  drawn  aside  and  the  ColoneFs 
face  appeared. 

"  I  am  here/'  said  Cyrus.  "  I  want  those 
dispatches  that  you  have  ready  for  me." 

"Come  in/' said  the  commanding  officer,  and 
with  a  few  moves  he  drew  the  tacks  which 
confined  the  window  and  made  a  hole  large 
enough  for  Cyrus  to  squeeze  his  broad  shoul- 
ders through. 

"Have  you  a  needle  and  thread?"  asked 
Cyrus. 

"Yes,  everything  is  all  handy.  You  sit 
down  here  in  my  bedroom,  and  if  any  of  the 
officers  come  in  to  see  me  they  will  be  none 
the  wiser  for  it." 

Cyrus  seated  himself  in  one  of  the  spots 
which  the  Colonel  pointed  out  to  him  —  it 
was   not  a  chair,  however,  but  an  empty  box 
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which  had  once  contained  canned  beef  —  and 
pulled  off  his  buckskin  jacket,  while  the  Colo- 
nel went  into  the  next  room  and  presently 
returned  with  the  dispatches  for  w4iich  the 
boy  was  about  to  run  so  much  risk.  It  was 
a  very  small  package,  but  there  was  a  great 
deal  written  on  it.  It  conveyed  to  the  Com- 
manding General  the  information  that  the 
Colonel  had  succeeded  in  building  Fort  Phil 
Kearney,  but  instead  of  using  it  as  a  basis  for 
movements  against  the  hostile  Indians,  the 
Sioux  had  shut  him  up  in  it,  hoping  that 
when  their  ammunition  and  provisions  gave 
out,  they  coald  make  a  raid  and  destroy  every 
man  there  was  in  the  Fort.  His  condition  was 
perilous  in  the  extreme.  Every  wagon  train 
that  he  sent  out  for  fuel  was  protected  by  a 
large  force,  and  if  the  Sioux  were  smart 
enough  to  cut  off  one  of  those  forces,  or  get 
between  them  and  the  Fort,  thus  dividing  his 
men,  the  annihilation  of  all  of  them  would  be 
a  matter  of  hours  and  not  of  days.  He  begged 
earnestly  for  re-enforcements  of  five  hundred 
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men,  and  he  could  do  nothing  until  such  force 
arrived. 

"  I  wish  the  General  could  be  here  for  about 
five  minutes  and  see  just  how  we  are  situated," 
said  the  Colonel,  as  he  placed  the  dispatch  on 
the  table  by  the  side  of  Cyrus.  "  He  would 
learn  better  than  to  send  out  such  a  small 
body  of  troops  as  mine  to  confront  the  whole 
tribe  of  Sioux  Indians.  Cyrus,  I  hope  you  will 
get  through  with  that  dispatch." 

"  Kurn,  if  any  living  man  can  accomplish  it, 
I  can,"  said  the  scout.  "  Now,  have  you  got 
the  other  dispatch  ready?" 

"Yes,  but  I  don't  place  any  faith  in  that. 
If  you  are  caught  the  savages  will  strip 
you  —  " 

"And  this  dispatch  will  be  the  only  one 
they  will  find.  Our  fellows  fooled  the  rebels 
more  than  once  by  carrying  conce?Jed  pa- 
pers—  " 

"But  rebels  and  Indians  are  two  different 
things.  To  be  honest,  I  do  not  think  that  you 
will  be  able  to  get  through;  but  if  you  do, 
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talk  to  that  General  as  you  would  to  a  father. 
You  can  tell  him  more  in  regard  to  our  situa- 
tion here  than  I  could  write  in  a  week." 

"I  will  do  my  best,  Kurn,  but  you  must  not 
place  any  dependence  on  me.  Tony  and  his 
partner  have  tried  it  and  failed,  and  that  leaves 
but  a  small  chance  for  me." 

Cyrus,  having  pulled  a  knife  from  his  pocket, 
was  busy  with  his  buckskin  shirt  which  he  had 
drawn  off,  cutting  away  the  inside  lining  to 
make  a  receptacle  for  the  dispatches  about 
which  the  Colonel  was  so  anxious.  It  was 
close  up  under  his  arm,  so  that  when  the 
shirt  was  on  and  Cyrus  stood  at  his  ease,  no 
one  would  have  supposed  that  there  was  any- 
thing hidden  away  there.  The  opening  for 
them  being  made,  Cyrus  folded  the  dispatches 
into  a  smaller  compass  than  they  were  before, 
and  having  placed  them  therein  proceeded  with 
his  needle  and  thread  to  sew  up  the  opening 
again,  just  as  it  was  before. 

This  being  done,  he  was  ready  for  the  sec- 
ond dispatch,  which  was  really  a  "  bogus  dis- 
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patch"  and  was  intended  solely  for  the  Indians 
to  read.  The  Colonel  knew  that  there  were 
some  savages  in  that  party  who  could  read 
English,  and  he  knew,  too,  that  this  bogus  dis- 
patch, if  the  other  could  be  concealed,  would 
have  an  alarming  effect  upon  them.  It  was 
the  idea  of  Cyrus,  and  the  Colonel  had  reluc- 
tantly agreed  to  it.  It  was  very  different  from 
the  dispatch  that  had  been  concealed  in  the 
scout's  hunting  shirt,  and  said  that  the  Gen- 
eral's letter  had  been  received,  that  the  re- 
enforcement  of  one  thousand  men  would  be 
amply  sufficient  to  break  up  the  Sioux  camp, 
and  that  when  they  arrived  he  would  be  ready 
to  assume  the  offensive. 

*' I  don't  suppose  Red  Cloud  will  believe  that, 
even  if  it  is  read  to  him,"  said  the  Colonel. 
"  The  General's  letter  has  been  received.  Pshaw! 
There  is  not  a  man  living  who  can  get 
through  those  lines  and  reach  me  with  a  dis- 
patch from  him." 

"So  long  as  they  don't  know  that,  we  don't 
care  what  they  believe,"  said  Cyrus,  pulling  off 
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his  moccasin  and  stowing  the  dispatch  away 
inside  of  it.  "If  it  will  only  throw  his  camp 
into  confusion  that  is  all  we  ask  for.  Well, 
Kurn,  good -by.  Eemember,  I  will  do  my 
best." 

"Good-by,   Cyrus,"  replied   the   Colonel,  ex 
tending  his  hand.      ''You    have   been    faithful 
and  just  to  me  while  you  were  here,  and  I  shall 
depend  upon  you." 

"Don't  do  that,  Kurn;  don't  do  that,"  said 
Cyrus,  earnestly.  "I  will  do  my  best,  and  that 
is  all  anybody  can  do." 

Cyrus  pressed  the  Colonel's  hand  for  a  mo- 
ment, then  turned  toward  the  window  and  in 
another  instant  was  gone.  He  made  his  way 
to  his  quarters  without  seeing  anybody,  threw 
himself  upon  his  bunk,  and  in  a  little  while 
was  fast  asleep.  His  comrades  came  in  and 
aroused  him  when  it  was  time  to  go  to  sup- 
per, but  Cyrus  did  not  want  any.  He  kept 
his  bunk  until  his  roommates  were  all  in  bed 
and  fast  asleep,  and  the  sentries  on  duty  had 
proclaimed  "  Twelve  o'clock   and   all's   well ! " 
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when  he  began  to  bestir  himself.  His  first 
duty  was  to  satisfy  himself  that  all  the  scouts 
were  in  dreamland,  and  w^hen  this  had  been 
done  he  took  his  rifle,  put  on  his  hat,  and 
noiselessly  left  his  quarters.  The  next  thing 
was  to  pass  the  sentries;  but  a  man  who  could 
pass  within  five  feet  of  a  slumbering  Sioux 
was  not  to  be  deterred  by  passing  a  white 
sentry  on  his  post.  To  climb  the  logs  and 
drop  down  on  the  other  side  was  an  event 
that  was  ea.sy  enough  for  Cyrus  to  accom- 
plish, and  in  a  few  minutes  the  tramp  of  the 
sentries  was  left  out  of  hearing. 

Why  was  it  that  the  Colonel  was  so  anxious 
to  have  him  leave  the  Fort  without  being 
seen  by  anybody?  To,  tell  the  truth,  every- 
body in  the  Fort  was  becoming  discouraged. 
Three  weeks  had  now  elapsed  since  the  erec- 
tion of  the  palisades,  and  during  that  time 
the  Sioux  had  completely  surrounded  them 
and  shut  them  in  as  tight  as  though  they  had 
"been  bottled  up."  A  person  was  at  liberty 
to  go  anywhere  within  a  mile  of  the  Fort,  be- 
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cause  certain  guns  which  had  been  accurately 
trained  covered  every  foot  of  the  space;  but 
over  the  hills  it  was  as  much  as  a  man's  life 
was  worth  to  venture.  Guy  Preston  was  the 
only  one,  when  searching  for  his  birds,  who 
had  disobeyed  that  order;  but  it  was  a  miracle 
that  he  had  been  allowed  to  come  back.  The 
signal  tower,  which  stood  at  the  distance  of 
half  a  mile  from  the  Fort,  was  manned  every 
morning  by  four  men  who  went  out  there  to 
keep  watch  of  the  Indians;  but  every  time 
that  group  was  ready  to  go  out,  it  took  a 
Company  of  men  to  protect  them.  That  was 
before  Eed  Cloud  had  made  his  new  order, 
that  the  only  way  to  get  rid  of  the  whites 
was  to  kill  all  the  men  and  burn  the  pali- 
sades, and  this  order  was  in  force  at  the  time: 
Cyrus  left  the  post.  By  drawing  his  warriors 
off  in  the  daytime.  Red  Cloud  was  tempting 
the  Colonel  to  send  out  a  train  for  fuel,  and 
when  that  was  done  the  massacre  was  to  be- 
gin. The  Colonel  was  determined  to  get  dis- 
patches through  by  some  means,  but  he  did 
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not  want  to  let  the  men  know  that  another 
person  had  tried  it  and  failed.  It  would  not 
be  long,  he  thought,  before  the  men  would 
think  that  it  was  utterly  impossible  to  get 
through  the  Sioux  lines,  and  so  would  give  it 
up,  stay  there,  and  be  massacred.  He  knew 
better  than  any  other  man  did  the  danger 
that  they  were  in,  and  it  was  no  wonder  that 
tie  felt  downhearted. 

The  Fort  being  left  out  of  sight  and  hear- 
ing, Cyrus  threw  himself  on  all  fours  and 
made  his  way  toward  Piney  Creek,  a  little 
stream  on  the  banks  of  which  the  post  was 
located.  He  intended  to  get  as  far  as  possible 
below  the  encircling  bands  of  Sioux  before 
daylight,  then  arise  to  his  feet  and  go  toward 
his  destination  as  fast  as  he  could.  This  was 
a  new  way  of  leaving  the  lines  behind  him, 
the  other  scouts  preferring  to  strike  out  over 
the  prairie  and  try  their  chances  in  that  way; 
but  it  seems  that  the  Sioux  were  alive  to  this 
movement  also.  The  stream  was  not  large  or 
deep  enough  for  him  to  descend  its  current, 
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otherwise  he  would  have  sought  a  log  some- 
where and  attempted  to  swim  by  them;  but 
as  it  was  he  was  compelled  to  wade  some- 
times in  the  water  and  at  other  times  to 
flounder  through  bushes  so  thick  that  the 
darkness  could  almost  be  felt,  and  he  did  not 
cover  more  than  a  mile  an  hour.  Every  few 
feet  he  would  stop  and  listen  until  his  acute 
senses  told  him  that  the  way  was  clear,  and 
then  he  would  struggle  on  again. 

But  Red  Cloud,  the  head  chief  of  the  Ogal- 
lala  Sioux  who  were  making  war  because  they 
were  determined  that  the  road  should  not  pass 
through  their  country,  was  an  old  campaigner 
and  not  to  be  beaten  by  any  such  trick  as 
this.  He  withdrew  his  warriors  in  the  day- 
time so  as  to  tempt  the  Colonel  to  send  out 
a  train  to  get  fuel,  but  knowing  that  the  train 
could  not  come  out  at  night,  he  sent  his  men 
in  closer,  being  equally  determined  that  no 
scout  should  get  out  to  carry  the  news  of 
their  condition  to  other  quarters.  Consequently 
Cyrus  had  not  progressed  more  than  a  mile  or 
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two  when  he  heard  a  smothered  exclamation 
in  front  of  him,  and  before  he  could  sink  down 
where  he  was  and  get  his  weapon  into  a  condi- 
tion for  use,  he  found  himself  in  the  clutches 
of  a  Sioux  warrior,  upon  whom  he  had  almost 
stepped.  Of  course  Cyrus  resisted,  but  it  was 
all  in  vain.  Another  Sioux  joined  in  the  fracas, 
another  and  another  came  up  to  assist,  and  in 
less  time  than  it  takes  to  tell  it,  the  scout  was 
thrown  prostrate  on  the  ground,  his  weapon 
twisted  out  of  his  grasp,  and  his  hands  bound 
behind  his  back.  It  was  all  done  quietly,  and 
one  standing  at  a  distance  of  twenty  feet  away 
would  not  have  known  that  there  was  any- 
thing going  on.  Why  did  Cyrus  not  take  out 
his  letter  when  the  Sioux  caught  him  ?  Be- 
cause his  hands  were  bound,  and  he  knew  that 
those  who  had  him  prisoner  were  not  the  ones 
who  had  any  authority  in  the  band. 

In  spite  of  what  he  had  said  to  the  contrary, 
Cyrus  was  not  a  little  alarmed  when  he  found 
himself  powerless  in  the  hands  of  the  Sioux; 
but  it  was  useless  to  resist  the  savages,  lest 
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he  should  feel  the  prod  of  a  knife  in  his  fleshy 
and  when  they  put  a  rope  around  his  neck 
and  started  off  with  him,  Cyrus  went  along 
with  them  as  quietly  as  if  he  had  formed  one 
of  the  party. 

It  was  four  miles  to  Red  Cloud's  village,  and 
Cyrus  could  not  see  anything  on  th.e  way  to 
remind  him  where  ho  was.  The  Indians 
knew  the  course,  and  when  they  brought 
him  into  their  town  he  was  surprised  at 
what  he  saw  there.  He  had  never  seen  so 
large  a  multitude  of  savages  as  was  gathered 
there  under  Red  Cloud.  There  were  several 
camp  fires  scattered  about  among  the  lodges, 
none  of  which  were  wholly  extinguished,  and, 
aided  by  the  light  that  they  threw  out,  Cyrus 
could  see  nothing  but  tepees  on  all  sides  of  him. 
He  was  conducted  at  once  to  a  lodge  a  little 
apart  from  the  others;  one  brave  threw  up  a 
flap  of  it  which  served  as  a  door  and  Cyrus 
was  thrust  in.  It  was  all  dark  in  there,  and 
Cyrus  hesitated  about  stepping  around  for  fear 
that  he  should  tread  upon  some  of  the  inmates,. 
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when  one  of  his  captors  came  in  and  seized 
him  by  the  shoulder. 

*'Sit  down/'  said  he  fiercely. 

Here  was  one  Indian  who  could  talk  Eng- 
lish, and  the  hope  arose  in  the  captive's  breast 
that  perhaps  he  could  learn  something  from 
him. 

"  Where  shall  I  sit  down?"  said  he.  "Are 
there  any  persons  here  asleep?" 

The  answer  was  not  given  in  words,  although 
Cyrus  wished  it  had  been.  The  Indian  seized 
him  by  the  neck  and  in  a  moment  more  he 
was  laid  out  prostrate  on  the  ground. 

"Sit  down  where  you  are,"  said  the  savage, 
more  fiercely  than  before. 

Cyrus  did  not  say  anything  more  just  then, 
but  straightened  up  as  soon  as  he  could  and 
looked  around  to  see  what  the  Indian  was  going 
to  do.  By  the  aid  of  a  camp  fire  whose  light 
streamed  in  through  the  flap  of  the  door  that 
was  now  open,  he  could  observe  the  move- 
ments of  his  enemy  quite  distinctly.  He  saw 
him  pull  his  blankets  about  his  shoulders  and 
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take  a  seat  beside  the  door  with  his  rifle  across 
his  knees.  Cyrus  drew  a  short  breath  of  re- 
lief for  he  had  nothing  more  to  fear  from  him 
until  daylight.  Tha^t  tepee  was  to  be  his 
prison,  and  the  savage  was  to  be  his  watcher 
as  long  as  tne  darKness  continueu. 


CHAPTE?.    IX. 

The  Medicine  Works  Wonders 

CYRUS  was  a  captive  now.  There  was  no 
mistake  about  that.  The  only  thing  he 
could  do  was  to  lie  down  and  wait  as  patiently 
as  he  could  until  daylight  came.  The  rope 
with  which  he  was  bound  was  very  painful  to 
him,  but  Cyrus  knew  it  would  be  worse  than 
useless  to  ask  his  sentry  to  loosen  it.  The 
savages  knew  too  much  for  that.  They  had 
had  some  bitter  experience  with  the  trappers 
of  the  mountains  in  granting  them  the  free 
use  of  their  hands,  and  they  did  not  mean  to 
be  caught  that  way  any  more. 

It  must  have  been  about  two  o'clock  when 
Cyrus  was  captured,  and  he  thought  he  had 
never  known  the  time  to  pass  so  slowly  as 
did  the  hours  that  intervened  before  the  first 
gray  streaks  of  dawn  were  seen  in  the  east; 

(ii6) 
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tlidj  told  him  that  something  was  to  be 
done  with  him  very  speedily.  During  those 
hours  he  was  often  compelled  to  change  his 
position  on  account  of  his  bonds,  but  the  sav- 
age never  once  changed  his.  If  he  had  beea 
a  marble  man  he  could  not  have  sat  more 
motionless;  but  all  the  time  his  eyes  were 
fastened  upon  his  captive  as  if  he  meant  that 
not  a  sign  from,  him  should  escape  his  notice. 
Finally  the  flap  of  the  door  was  drawn  further 
aside,  and  an  Indian's  face  appeared.  He 
wanted  to  see  whom  they  had  captured,  but 
he  said  not  a  word  to  Cyrus  or  his  watcher. 
Presently  other  faces  appeared,  until  Cyrus 
thought  that  the  whole  camp  of  the  Sioux  was 
astir. 

Daylight  came  on  apace,  and  then  Cyrus 
began  to  take  some  note  of  the  things  in  tho 
lodge  in  which  he  was  confined,  and  found  to 
his  surprise  that  he  was  in  no  danger  of  step- 
ping on  slumbering  inmates.  With  the  excep- 
tion of  himself  and  the  sentinel  who  was 
keeping  watch   over   him,   the  tepee   was   a& 
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empty  as  it  was  when  it  was  put  up.  It  was 
probably  intended  as  a  sort  of  prison  for  any- 
body who  might  be  captured  by  the  Sioux, 
bat  up  to  this  time  Cyrus  had  the  satisfaction 
of  knowing  that  he  was  the  only  one  who 
had  seen  the  inside  of  it. 

"And  if  I  could  have  my  way  I  am  the 
last  one  who  will  see  how  it  looks,"  said  Cy- 
rus to  himself.  "No  doubt  they  expected  to 
capture  a  good  many  more.  Somehow  I  don't 
feel  as  safe  by  having  Guy  Preston's  letter 
about  me  as  I  did  by  having  that  scrap  of 
sage  brush  that  the  Indian  gave  me.  Well,  if 
it  doesn't  effect  my  release  it  surely  would  not 
effect  Guy's,  if  he  were  here  in  my  place." 

It  must  have  been  nine  o'clock  before  any- 
one came  near  him  again,  and  all  the  while 
he  was  in  agony  through  his  bonds  which 
seemed  to  hurt  him  more  the  longer  he  was 
tied  up  with  them.  But  they  could  not  make 
him  forget  his  stomach,  which  was  clamoring 
loudly  for  something  nourishing.  He  had  not 
eaten   anything  since   dinner  the  day  before, 
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and  even  a  hard-tack  he  thought  would  prove 
very  acceptable.  While  he  was  thinking  about 
it,  two  Indians  came  to  the  door  of  the  tepee, 
and  they  came  in  a  hurry  as  though  they 
were  after  something.  They  exchanged  a  few 
words  with  his  sentry — they  were  spoken  so 
low  that  Cyrus  did  not  fully  comprehend 
them  —  and  then  one  of  them  seized  Cyrus  by 
the  collar  and  dragged  him  to  his  feet.  The 
first  thing  he  did  was  to  untie  the  prisoner's 
bonds ;  and  when  Cyrus  felt  his  arms  at  lib- 
erty he  stretched  them  out  with  an  exclama- 
tion which  testified  to  the  delight  he  felt. 

"If  I  just  had  you  two  here  alone,  how 
quick  I  would  end  you  up,"  said  he,  to  him- 
self. "I  will  bet  you  could  not  catch  me  in 
a  fair  race.  They  are  going  to  take  my 
clothes  also,"  he  added,  when  one  of  the  In- 
dians proceeded  to  take  off  his  hunting  shirt. 
"Does  that  mean  that  I  am  to  get  ready  for 
the  stake?" 

It  certainly  looked  that  way,  but  Cyrus  never 
uttered  a  word  out  loud.    He  submitted  to  the 
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disrobing  as  quietly  as  he  could,  and  even  as- 
sisted them  when  something  about  his  clothes 
bothered  them;  and  in  two  minutes  more  he 
was  stripped  clean.  But  he  noticed  two  things, 
filled  as  he  was  with  other  matters,  and  stand- 
ing in  fear  of  the  torture  which  seemed  to  be 
not  far  distant :  the  savages,  when  they  came 
into  possession  of  his  various  articles  of  ward- 
robe, were  careful  to  look  into  all  the  pockets. 
Not  one  escaped  their  vigilance.  His  pipe,  his 
knife,  and  tobacco,  and  various  other  trinkets, 
which  men  have  about  them,  were  quickly 
taken  by  his  captors,  until  finally  a  grunt 
from  one  of  them  announced  the  finding  of 
Winged  Arrow's  letter, —  the  one  he  had  re- 
ceived from  his  father.  The  grunt  speedily 
brought  his  sentry  to  his  feet,  and  he  leaned 
over  the  shoulders  of  the  others  and  stared 
hard  at  the  drawings.  Not  a  word  was  said 
to  Cyrus  as  to  how  he  came  by  the  papers, 
but  they  exchanged  several  incoherent  ex- 
pressions, which  no  doubt  were  perfectly  un- 
derstood   among  themselves,  but  which  were 
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Greek  to  the  captive.  At  last  they  seemed  to 
have  come  to  an  agreement  regarding  some- 
thing, for  one  of  them  started  off  at  a  keen 
run,  while  the  other  went  on  examining  his 
clothes.  When  he  pulled  off  one  of  the  moc- 
casins the  bogus  dispatch  dropped  out. 

**  Now  you  have  something  that  will  do  your 
heart  good,"  muttered  Cyrus.  "  Why  don't  you 
run  off  with  that?  They  have  left  my  clothes 
here  on  the  ground — " 

But  Cyrus  was  a  little  too  hasty  in  coming 
to  this  conclusion.  The  finding  of  the  bogus 
dispatch,  of  course,  created  another  series  of 
grunts,  which  ended  a  good  deal  as  the  first 
one  did.  The  other  captor  seized  the  paper 
and  disappeared  with  it,  but  before  he  went 
he  gathered  up  the  clothes  and  carried  them 
away  also.  That  was  too  much  for  Cyrus,  and 
he  sat  down  on  the  ground  and  thought 
about  it,  while  the  sentry  returned  to  his  seat 
by  the  door. 

Half  an  hour  passed,  during  which  Cyrus's 
mind  was  in  a  state  of  confusion.     This  treat- 
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ment  was  very  different  from  any  he  had  re- 
ceived while  a  prisoner  in  the  hands  of  the 
Indians,  and  he  had  been  one  four  times  when 
nothing  but  the  stake  seemed  to  be  waiting 
for  him.  Twice  was  he  rescued  by  soldiers; 
a  third  time  he  was  saved  by  an  old  squaw 
who  somehow  got  it  into  her  head  that  Cyrus 
resembled  her  son  who  had  been  killed  by 
the  whites;  and  the  fourth  time  that  bunch 
of  sage  brush  brought  about  his  release.  Now 
it  was  that  letter  of  Winged  Arrow ;  and  he 
confessed  that  his  chances  were  slim  indeed. 
It  is  true  that  he  was  very  young  in  years  to 
be  the  hero  of  all  these  adventures,  but  those 
among  the  mountain  men  with  whom  he  was 
best  acquainted  declared  that  he  had  been 
in  skirmishes  enough  to  fill  out  three  or  four 
books.  Like  the  Medicine  Man  among  the 
different  tribes,  who  runs  all  sorts  of  risks  to 
make  his  followers  believe  that  he  has  found 
the  proper  "thing"  at  last  which  will  turn  all 
the  white  man's  bullets  away  from  him,  Cyrus 
took  every  risk  in  time  of  war  that  anybody 
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could  take  and  live.  He  was  foremost  in  all 
the  Indian  fights  and  was  one  of  Colonel  Car- 
rington's  favorite  scouts.  When  everyone  else 
failed  he  called  upon  Cyrus,  and  Cj^rus  had 
never  been  found  wanting.  All  men  who  live 
among  the  Indians  soon  fall  into  their  ways, 
and  every  one  of  them  believed  that  Cyrus  had 
discovered  some  "medicine"  that  brought  him 
safely  out  of  any  danger  he  might  get  into. 

At  the  end  of  half  an  hour,  another  faint 
step  was  heard  outside  the  tepee,  the  flap  was 
thrown  further  open  and  this  time  Winged 
Arrow  appeared.  Cyrus  recognized  him  on 
the  instant  from  the  description  that  Guy 
Preston  had  given  him,  and  the  first  thought 
that  passed  through  his  mind  was  that  he  had 
never  seen  a  finer-looking  Indian.  His  face 
wore  a  scowl  which  did  not  in  any  way  add 
to  his  appearance,  and  he  did  not  pay  any 
attention  to  his  keeper  at  all.  In  his  hands 
he  carried  all  of  Cyrus's  clothing  which  he 
threw  toward  the  prisoner  with  the  muttered 
exclamation:  — 
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"I  suppose  these  things  belong  to  you.  Put 
them  on.'^ 

Cyrus  was  fully  as  surprised  as  G  uy  Preston 
to  hear  himself  addressed  in  peifect  Eng- 
lish by  an  Indian  in  his  war  clothing,  but  he* 
lost  no  time  in  obeying  instructions.  When 
he  came  to  his  hunting  shirt  he  carelessly 
grasped  it  under  the  right  arm,  ani  a  thrill 
shot  through  him  when  he  felt  the  dispatch 
there  as  he  had  left  it.  The  bogus  dispatch, 
the  one  that  w^as  intended  for  the  Judians  to 
read,  was  gone. 

"Now  you  look  more  like  yourself,"  said 
Winged  Arrow,  as  he  turned  about  and  beck- 
oned to  some  one  behind  him,  "  I  guess  some- 
thing to  eat  would  not  do  you  any  harm, 
would  it?" 

An  Indian  girl  came  into  the  tepee  and  laid 
Cyrus's  breakfast  before  him  on  the  ground, 
and  quickly  went  out  again.  Winged  Arrow 
calmly  seated  himself  on  the  ground.  (  tus 
did  the  same,  and  while  he  was  lou&y  with 
the  viands  which  Winged  Arrow  had  provid.v* 
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for  him,  he  kept  one  eye  fixed  upon  the  young 
Indian  as  if  he  hoped  to  see  something  in  his 
face  which  would  give  him  a  faint  glimpse 
of  what  the  future  had  in  store  for  him  ;  but 
Winged  Arrow's  features  were  as  unmoved  as 
if  he  had  no  secret  to  communicate.  The 
provisions  did  not  trouble  him  much,  for  it 
was  not  as  hearty  a  breakfast  as  some  he  had 
eaten  at  the  Fort,  although  the  grub  there 
was  getting  scarce  since  the  Sioux  had 
shut  them  in  from  all  the  world  —  a  joint 
of  beef  which  had  once  been  warmed,  but  was 
now  cold,  a  chunk  of  Indian  bread  which  had 
doubtless  been  cut  out  of  some  "parfleche" 
repository  and  a  cup  of  cold  water  formed 
the  substance  of  his  breakfast.  But  it  was 
better  than  nothing,  and  finally  it  had  all  dis- 
appeared except  the  bones. 

"Now  I  am  ready  for  anything  you  have  to 
propose,"  said  Cyrus.  ''What  do  you  fellows 
intend  to  do  with  me  ? " 

*'  You  belong  to  me  and  so  I  am  going  to 
iset  you   free,"   said  Winged   Arrow,  as  if  he 
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were  talking  of  something  that  did  not  inter- 
est Cyrus  in  the  least.  ''  It  was  the  worst 
thing  I  ever  heard  of,  getting  you  free,  for 
our   people  have  all  something  against  you." 

*'  I  don't  see  how  they  make  that  out,"  re- 
plied Cyrus,  feeling  in  his  pockets  for  his 
pipe.  ''  You  can't  point  to  a  single  thing  that 
ever  I  did  that  injured  you  in  the  least.  I 
have  let  more  than  one  chance  go  by  that  I 
have  had  of  sending  your  people  to  the  Happy 
Hunting  Grounds,  and  have  let  them  get  off 
scot-free  when  1  might  have  had  a  scalp  to 
take  with  me  as  well  as  not." 

"But  something  is  always  happening  to  take 
you  away  from  us,"  said  Winged  Arrow,  "  and 
what  do  you  suppose  it  was  that  saved  your 
life  this  time?" 

"  Was  it  that  letter  that  you  gave  to  Guy 
Preston  ? " 

The  young  savage  took  the  letter  out  of  his 
bosom  and  gave  it  to  Cyrus,  who  took  it  and 
stowed  it  away  in  one  of  his  pockets. 

"  Now  that  letter  can  answer  one  more  pur- 
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pose,"  said  Winged  Arrow.  "Any  man  who 
is  captured  after  that  will  lose  his  life." 

"How  do  you  make  that  out?" 

"I  promised  my  father,"  began  Winged  Ar- 
row. 

"By  the  way,  who  is  your  father?"  said 
Cyrus.  "  He  must  be  a  man  of  considerable 
standing  in  the  tribe  or  else  you  would  not 
be  permitted  to  meet  a  man  between  the  lines, 
or  to  hold  a  chat  with  me  now." 

"  He  is  a  Medicine  Man,"  replied  the  young 
Indian.  "  If  there  is  a  iSght  here  you  will  see 
him  in  the  foremost  ranks.  He  has  a  medi- 
cine which  he  believes  will  render  him  imper- 
vious to  the  white  man's  bullets.  You  do  not 
believe  in  such  things,  do  you?" 

"Yes,  I  do,"  said  Cyrus,  earnestly.  "One  of 
your  people  gave  me  such  medicine,  which 
afterward  saved  my  life." 

"What  was  it?"  asked  Winged  Arrow,  be- 
coming interested. 

"A  handful  of  sage  brush  wrapped  up  in  a 
piece  of  buckskin.     I  don't  see  why  you  fel» 
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lows  can't  have  some  medicine  of  that  kind 
as  well  as  some  others.  What  did  you  prom- 
ise your  father? " 

"  That  I  would  join  him  and  help  fight  for 
the  lands  which  the  whites  are  trying  to  cheat 
us  out  of,  provided  he  would  give  me  the 
clioice  of  saving  two  white  men  who  might 
chance  to  fall  into  our  hands.  I  had  an  eye 
on  that  black  horse  which  that  Lieutenant 
rides  —  What  did  you  say  his  name  was?" 

"Guy  Preston;  and  he  is  just  the  best  white 
fellow  that  ever  lived." 

"I  am  not  saying  anything  about  that.  I 
had  an  eye  on  him  ever  since  you  left  Fort 
Eobinson,  and  yesterday  I  chanced  to  meet  him 
outside  the  lines.  I  told  him  that  the  letter 
would  save  his  life,  but  now  he  has  gone  and 
givc^  it  up  to  you.  I  kept  my  promise,  al- 
thoi^'h  I  had  a  hard  time  of  it.  If  that  letter 
comes  into  our  camp  on  another  man,  it  will 
save  his  life  too  ;  but  that  is  all." 

"  Don't  you  think  you  are  in  big  business  to 
help  the   Indians  to  clean  out  the  whites?" 
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said  Cyrus,  who  did  not  know  what  else  to 
say. 

"You  must  have  seen  Guy  Preston  down 
there  at  the  Fort,  and  he  told  you  all  I  had  to 
say  on  that  point,''  replied  Winged  Arrow  with 
a  scowl.  '''  Of  course  I  shall  help  the  Indians 
clean  out  the  whites.  This  is  our  country ; 
no  one  else  has  any  claim  upon  it,  and  we  are 
bound  to  wipe  them  out  or  die  with  weapons 
in  our  hands.  Say,"  said  the  Indian,  almost  in 
a  whisper,  "I  read  your  bogus  dispatch,  but 
the  other  is  safe  where  it  belongs.'' 

"What  other? "  asked  Cyrus,  startled  in  spite 
of  himself. 

"The  one  you  have  got  in  your  hunting 
shirt.  I  put  my  hand  on  it,  but  did  not  dare 
take  it  out.  If  I  had,  and  had  read  it  to 
Eed  Cloud,  that  letter  would  not  have  saved 
you." 

"What    did    that    bogus    dispatch    do?"   in- 

Quired  Cvrus,  drawing  a  long  breath  of  relief. 

The  savages  had  had  the  genuine  dispatch  in 

their  hands    and    it    had    been  saved  to  him 
9 
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through  Winged  Arrow,  who  had  so  much  at 
stake.  He  had  never  heard  anything  like  it 
before,  and  his  admiration  for  the  young  Indian 
was  almost  unbounded.  He  believed  now  more 
firmly  than  he  had  before  tnat  there  were 
some  traits  in  the  savage  character  with 
which  the  white  men  were  entirely  unac- 
quainted. 

"It  did  not  do  much,"  replied  Winged  Ar- 
row. *'  Eed  Cloud  sent  off  a  band  of  scouts 
to  see  if  the  dispatch  told  the  truth,  but  he 
did  not  believe  that  any  living  man  could 
have  gotten  through  our  cloud  of  warriors  with 
new^s  to  the  Fort.  I  repeat  that  I  did  not 
dare  take  out  that  other  dispatch,  for  that 
told  the  truth;  and  you  would  have  been  tied 
out  to  the  stake  now." 

"Well,  I  am  glad  it  is  no  worse,"  said  Cy- 
rus. "You  may  fall  into  the  hands  of  some 
of  our  people  some  day '' 

"  Well,  when  I  do  it  will  be  when  i  am 
dead,"  returned  Winged  Arrow  empnaLicaiiy. 
"You   can't   help   me   then,     but   here   come 
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the  braves  to  take  you  back  to  the  Fort. 
Give  Guy  my  kindest  regards  and  tell  him  to 
keep  that  letter  about  his  own  person.  It 
will  save  one  more  and  that  is  all." 

A.  partv  of  warriors  rode  up  at  this  mo- 
ment, one  of  them  carrying  Cyruses  Winches- 
ter which  he  gave  into  his  hands.  He  stopped 
for  a  moment  to  shake  hands  with  Winged 
Arrow,  but  the  latter  stood  with  his  hands 
behind  him,  which  Cyrus  took  as  a  sign  that 
no  hand  shaking  was  to  be  allowed;  so  he 
touched  his  hat  to  the  young  savage,  and,  fol- 
lowing the  motions  of  one  of  the  Indians, 
started  off  toward  the  Fort.  Not  a  thing  was 
said  to  him  during  their  long  walk  until  they 
arrived  at  the  top  of  the  swell,  from  which 
they  could  see  the  palisades.  One  glance  was 
enough  to  show  him  that  the  vigilant  soldiers 
were  on  the  watch.  He  saw  a  commotion 
in  the  Fort,  occasioned  by  the  men  hurry- 
ing to  their  quarters,  which  was  a  gentle  hint 
to  the  savages  that  they  had  come  close 
enough. 
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*'  There  are  your  friends,"  said  one  who  had 
evidently  talked  English  to  him  the  night  be- 
fore, *'Go  home." 

Cyrus  renewed  his  efforts  at  hand  shaking, 
but  the  Indians  turned  their  horses  cti_d  re- 
treated behind  the  hill. 


CHAPTER    X, 

Guy  Is  Astonished   , 

« X/ES,  sir,"  said  the  officer  who  had  the  glass, 
■I  taking  one  look  at  the  Sioux  who  speed- 
ily retreated  out  of  sight  behind  the  swell, 
and  a  longer  look  at  the  liberated  captive  who 
came  toward  the  Fort  at  rapid  strides,  swing- 
ing  his  cap  around  his  head  as  he  came;  *'that 
is  Cyrus,  if  I  ever  saw  him.  He  fell  into  the 
hands  of  the  savages,  and  for  some  reason  best 
known  to  themselves  they  have  turned  him 
loose." 

If  it  were  certain  that  it  is  possible  for  a 
boy  to  become  amazed  and  delighted  at  the 
same  instant,  Guy  Preston  experienced  both 
those  emotions.  While  Guy  was  wondering 
how  this  state  of  affairs  could  be  brought 
about,  the  officer  of  the  guard  suddenly  ap- 
peared upon  the  platform  and  was  saluted  by 

the  officer  in  command  of  the  gun. 

(133) 
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"The  Colonel  says  you  have  a  better  view 
of  that  man,  whoever  he  is,  than  he  has,  and 
he  begs  to  know  what  yon  make  of  him,"  said 
Captain  Kendall.     ''Is  it  Cyrus ?'^ 

"  Yes,  sir,  it  is  Cyrus,"  replied  the  Second 
Lieutenant.  "  Take  the  glass  and  look  for  your- 
self." 

Captain  KendalFs  observation  was  not  a  long 
one.  He  leveled  the  glass  for  a  minute,  and 
then  handed  it  back. 

''Guy,''  said  he,  forgetting  that  he  was  an 
officer  and  speaking  to  his  subordinate,  "  your 
letter  has  worked  wonders." 

"Do  you  really  think  my  letter  had  any- 
thing to  do  with  that?  "  inquired  Guy,  so  ex- 
cited that  he  could  hardly  stand  still. 

"Know  it?  Of  course  it  did.  It  was  the 
only  thing  he  had  in  his  possession  that  kept 
him  clear  of  being  staked  out." 

The  officer  of  the  guard  went  back  to  the 
Colonel  who  had  sent  him  to  make  inquiries, 
and  Guy  leaned  upon  the  palisades  and  watched 
Cyrus  as  he  came  toward  the  Fort.     As  soon 
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as  he  found  out  that  he  had  attracted  the  atten- 
tion of  the  soldiers,  Cyrus  put  on  his  cap, 
took  one  look  behind  him  to  see  what  had 
become  of  the  Sioux,  and  broke  into  a  run. 
He  had  strange  things  to  communicate  and  he 
was  in  haste  to  unbosom  himself.  The  officer 
of  the  day  admitted  him  at  the  gate,  shook 
hands  with  him,  and  then,  in  obedience  to 
some  request  that  Cyrus  made  of  him,  con- 
ducted him  to  the  Colonel.  A  few  moments 
afterward  the  order  came  for  the  soldiers  to 
march  down  to  the  parade  ground  and  break 
ranks,  and  this  left  Guy  at  liberty  to  finish 
his  nap  from  which  he  had  been  so  violently 
aroused;  but  Guy  had  no  intention  of  doing 
anything  of  the  kind.  When  he  broke  ranks 
he  hurried  away  to  hunt  his  roommates,  and 
found  that  they  were  on  the  same  mission  as 
he  was. 

"  I  say,"  whispered  Perkins,  "  I  believe  your 
letter  had  something  to  do  with  Cyrus  being 
among  us  safe  and  sound." 

''So  do  I,"  said  Guy.     "Now  how  was  it 
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brought  about?  Has  anybody  seen  Cyrus  to 
speak  to  him  since  he  came  back?'' 

Nobody  had,  and  we  will  take  the  liberty 
of  going  with  him  when  he  was  led  to  where 
the  Colonel  stood.  To  say  that  Colonel  Car- 
rington  was  delighted  to  see  him  once  more 
would  be  putting  it  very  mildly.  The  com- 
manding officer  had  almost  as  much  affection 
for  him  as  he  would  have  had  if  Cyrus  had 
been  a  younger  brother,  and  it  showed  itself 
in  the  heartiness  with  which  he  grasped  the 
scout's  hand. 

"Well,  Cyrus,  you  ran  plump  into  their 
hands,  did  you  not?"  said  he. 

"  Just  as  fair  as  a  man  could,"  returned  Cy- 
rus. "If  they  had  been  waiting  for  me  down 
by  the  creek  in  the  bushes,  they  could  not 
have  bounced  me  quicker.  It  is  impossible 
for  a  man  to  get  through  those  lines  without 
being  caught."  Then  in  a  lower  tone  he 
added  :    "  I  have  got  your  dispatch  all  right." 

"Did  they  read  the  bogus  one?"  asked  the 
Colonel. 
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"  They  did,  but  it  did  not  disturb  Ked  Cloud 
any.  You  said  in  that  dispatch,  '  Your  letter 
of  a  certain  date  has  been  received.'  That 
gave  you  av\ray,  for  the  savages  knew  that  no 
man  could  go  through  their  lines  with  news 
for  you  from  the  other  side  of  the  world.  They 
simply  sent  out  scouts  to  see  if  your  expedition 
was  coming,  and  that  was  all  they  did  do." 

*'Do  you  think  they  are  going  to  attack  us 
to-day?" 

"No,  sir.  They  are  going  to  wait  for  that 
train  that  is  to  bring  you  fuel,  and  then  you 
are  going  to  catch  it." 

"And  that  will  come  to-morrow,"  said  the 
Colonel,  walking  up  and  down.  "Our  wood  is 
nearly  out  and  we  must  have  some.  Captain 
Brown,  break  ranks  and  let  the  men  go  to 
their  quarters.     Cyrus,  come  with  me." 

The  Colonel  went  off  toward  his  room  fol- 
lowed by  his  scout,  and  when  they  were  once 
inside  of  it,  the  commanding  officer  threw  off 
his  hat  and  paced  back  and  forth  as  if  he  did 
not   know    what    to    do    with    himself,  while 
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Cyrus  took  a  seat  on  the  nearest  cracker  box 
pulled  out  his  knife,  and  proceeded  to  bring 
the  real  dispatch  to  light, —  for  be  it  known 
that  the  frontiersmen  who  w^ere  employed  by 
the  government  as  scouts  did  not  hold  them- 
selves subject  to  military  law  the  same  as  sol- 
diers did.  A  captain  or  even  the  Major  would 
have  thought  twice  before  taking  off  his  coat 
in  the  Colonel's  quarters  without  being  asked, 
but  Cyrus  did  not  wait  for  any  invitation. 

"  There  is  your  dispatch,  Kurn,"  said  Cyrus, 
as  he  brought  out  the  document.  "And  I  will 
tell  you  what  is  a  fact:  The  time  for  you  to 
send  it  will  be  after  the  massacre  occurs." 

"But  my  goodness!  I  cannot  think  of  that 
thing  without  shuddering,"  exclaimed  the 
Colonel.  "  Must  I  send  men,  who  have  been 
with  me  so  long  through  thick  and  thin,  out 
to  be  massacred  by  those  thievish  Sioux  ?  1 
won't  do  it,  and  that's  all  there  is  about  it." 

"  Then  we  will  starve  and  freeze  to  death 
for  the  want  of  a  little  pluck  on  your  part," 
said  Cyrus.     "  We've  got  to  have  wood." 
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"How  did  that  Winged  Arrow  manage  to 
get  you  off  on  this  letter  ? "  said  the  Colonel, 
who  wanted  time  to  think  the  matter  over. 

"I  don't  know.  He  was  probably  around 
when  my  clothes  were  examined,  and  Red 
Cloud  told  him  that  he  could  do  as  he  pleased. 
That  letter  will  save  just  one  more  person; 
and  after  that  it  is  of  no  account." 

After  a  little  time  the  Colonel  cooled  down 
so  that  Cyrus  could  begin  and  tell  him  his 
story  from  beginning  to  end.  He  never  once 
inierrupted  him  until  he  got  through,  and 
then  he  dismissed  Cyrus  with  the  remark  that 
he  would  send  for  him  after  a  while.  There 
were  a  good  many  points  to  think  over  and 
he  wanted  a  little  time  to  himself.  But  there 
was  one  thing  about  it,  he  said:  If  anybody 
was  going  out  there  to  fall  a  victim  to  those 
Sioux,  he  would  be  one  of  the  party. 

"Of  course  we  shall  all  be  sorry  for  that," 
said  Cyrus.  "  The  massacre  has  not  taken 
place  yet.  They  may  make  the  attack  in  such 
a  way  that  they  will  be  nicely  whipped." 
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When  Cyrus  went  out  on  the  parade  ground, 
he  was  besieged  by  officers  who  had  been 
awaiting  his  appearance  and  who  wanted  to 
know  all  about  the  matter.  Of  course  Guy 
Preston  and  his  chums  were  there,  but  they 
were  obliged  to  keep  in  the  background  until 
their  superior  officers  had  heard  all  there  was 
to  tell.  When  Cyrus  had  finished  with  them 
he  started  toward  his  quarters  and  the  boys 
followed  him;  but  all  they  learned  in  addition 
to  what  he  had  already  told  was  in  regard  to 
what  he  thought  of  Winged  Arrow. 

"It  is  just  as  Guy  said  yesterday,"  said  he, 
kicking  off  his  moccasins  and  throwing  him- 
self down  upon  his  bunk,  "Winged  Arrow  has 
no  business  to  be  a  Sioux.  He  knows  too 
much  to  be  associated  with  that  race  of  peo- 
ple; but  the  more  he  learns  about  the  way 
those  folks  of  his  are  being  swindled  by  the 
government,  the  more  he  determines  to  stick 
to  them." 

"Did  you  see  Red  Cloud  while  you  were 
a  prisoner  among  them  ? "  asked  Perkins. 
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**I  did  not  see  anybody,"  replied  Cyrus* 
''They  kept  themselves  to  themselves,  and  all 
they  had  to  do  was  to  bring  me  out  and  re- 
lease me.  I  tell  you,  boys,  v\^e  are  going  ta 
eee  some  fun  right  here,  and  the  Colonel  say* 
it  will  begin  to-morrow." 

"The  massacre?"  asked  all  the  boys  at 
once. 

"Yes,  sir.  We  must  have  some  wood,  and 
about  the  time  that  the  train  and  its  escort 
get  ready  to  march  out,  you  will  hear  the 
war  whoop." 

"Well,  let  it  come,"  said  Perkins.  "They 
will  find  that  American  soldiers  are  not  the 
men  to  run  just  because  they  hear  a  whoop. 
We  enlisted  to  fight,  and  now  we  are  going 
to  see  what  sort  of  a  beginning  we  can  make 
at  it." 

The  other  boys  did  not  say  anything,  but 
the  expression  on  their  faces  said  that  they 
were  ready  for  anything  the  Sioux  had  to 
spring  upon  them.  Cyrus's  move,  toward  his 
bunk  was  a  hint  that  he  had  not  got  all  the 
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sleep  he  should  have  had,  and  after  asking  a 
few  more  unimportant  questions,  they  left 
the  quarters,  Guy  going  toward  his  room  to 
finish  his  nap  and  the  others  to  attend  to 
various  duties  about  the  Fort.  But  slumber 
ivas  a  thing  that  Guy  could  not  court  just 
then.  He  was  too  busily  thinking.  He  heard 
everything  that  passed  outside  his  room,  and 
when  the  Orderly  softly  entered  and  told  him 
that  "supper  was  on,"  he  got  up  without  hav- 
ing closed  his  eyes. 

The  watch  from  six  o'clock  until  midnight 
was  a  long  and  tedious  one  to  Guy,  though 
he,  of  course,  had  the  officer  of  the  day  to 
talk  to.  Guy  was  thinking  of  what  Winged 
Arrow  told  him — that  if  he  ever  saw  one  In- 
dian battlefield  he  never  would  want  to  see 
another — and  every  chance  he  got  he  asked 
Mr.  Kendall  about  it. 

"You  could  not  have  been  in  the  war  of 
the  Rebellion,  for  that  happened  when  you 
were  a  child,''  said  Mr.  Kendall;  "but  I  saw 
seven  of  them,  and  I  tell  you  they  were  all  I 
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wanted  to  see.  The  men  were  not  mutilated, 
of  course,  but  there  was  no  need  of  that.  I 
don't  want  to  talk  about  it." 

"  But  did  they  never  make  an  attack  on  our 
folks  on  a  dark  night  like  this,  sir  ? "  asked 
Guy. 

"Oh,  yes;  the  darker  the  better.  But  you 
need  not  fear  an  Indian's  coming  near  us 
on  a  night  like  this.  It  is  so  dark  that  I  can 
not  even  see  a  star;  and  if  you  were  in  their 
camp  now  you  would  find  them  all  in  their 
tepees  fast  asleep.  When  the  moon  rises  or 
the  day  is  just  breaking,  you  will  want  to 
keep  a  bright  lookout  for  them.  That  is  the 
time  they  make  the  assault." 

*'  Why  is  that,  sir?  When  it  is  dark  you 
can't  see  how  many  of  them  there  are." 

"I  know  that;  but  every  one  you  kill  will  go 
to  the  Happy  Hunting  Grounds  in  a  way  that 
he  won't  like.  He  goes  there  in  just  the  con- 
dition that  he  leaves  this  life.  If  it  is  dark, 
he  will  have  to  grope  around  through  all 
Eternity  in  darkness,  no  hunting  for  him  and 
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no  scalping  forays  to  show  how  much  of  a 
man  he  was  in  the  days  gone  by.  But  if  he 
is  killed  in  broad  daylight  in  the  full  posses- 
sion of  all  his  faculties,  he  will  be  just  that 
way  in  the  Happy  Hunting  Grounds.  He  will 
be  full  of  strength  and  vigor,  and  that  is  the 
kind  of  life  he  can  live  forever.  He  never 
grows  old.  Go  out  that  way  and  see  what  is 
the  matter  with  those  horses.  They  act  as 
though  they  were  alarmed    about  something." 

^'  The  Indian  carries  his  religion  w^ith  him 
even  to  death,"  said  Guy  to  himself,  as  he 
went  out  to  the  horses  with  his  heart  in  his 
mouth  to  find  out  what  had  disturbed  them. 
"And  I  suppose  that  every  man  he  scalps  is 
there  to  be  his  slave.  I  would  look  pretty 
being  the  slave  of  a  sneaking  Sioux  warrior, 
would  I  not  ? '' 

Although  Guy  did  not  like  the  idea  of  being 
so  far  from  camp  to  find  out  what  was  the 
matter  with  the  horses,  he  did  his  duty  faith- 
fully, and  by  questioning  some  of  the  sentries 
who  were  there  to  watch  them,  found  out  that 
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there  was  nothing  the  trouble,  only  some  of 
the  horses  were  uneasy,  and  by  continually 
lying  down  and  getting  up  had  communicated 
their  restlessness  to  others.  With  this  report 
he  returned  to  Captain  Kendall,  who  was  per- 
fectly satisfied  with  it. 

The  hours  flew  away  and  at  last  his  relief 
came  on;  and  Guy,  feeling  the  need  of  sleep, 
went  to  his  room  and  tumbled  into  his  bunk 
without  removing  his  clothes.  He  went  to 
breakfast,  and  when  he  entered  the  room  he 
saw  in  an  instant  that  something  had  hap- 
pened to  throw  a  gloom  over  the  oflicers, 
some  of  whom  were  pale  and  all  devoted 
themselves  to  the  beans  and  hard-tack  with- 
out paying  attention  to  anybody  else.  There 
was  not  any  of  that  joking  and  laughing,  not 
any  of  the  "sells"  which  some  of  the  young 
officers  were  so  prone  to  give  out  during  the 
meal  hour,  but  each  one  seemed  to  be  occu- 
pied with  his  own  thoughts.  There  was  some- 
thing about  them  that  affected  Guy  more  than 

he  liked,  and  he  too  became  somewhat  gloomy. 
10 
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"What's  up?"  said  he  in  a  whisper,  nudging 
Perkins,  as  he  took  a  seat  beside  him.  *'  Any- 
body killed?" 

"  No,  but  there  will  be  some  that  way  be- 
fore the  day  is  over,"  said  Perkins,  in  the  same 
cautious  whisper.  There  were  ranking  cap- 
tains there  at  the  table  and  the  youngsters 
had  to  be  careful  what  they  said  in  their 
hearing.     ''Where's  your  letter?" 

*'By  George!  Do  you  have  to  go  out?"  said 
Ouy,  in  dismay. 

''There  is  a  train  about  to  go  out  for  fuel 
and  our  Company  is  ordered  to  be  in  readi- 
ness to  aid  them  if  they  get  into  trouble," 
said  Perkins.  "  Forty  men  are  to  go  with  thb 
train,  and  if  they  get  more  than  they  can  at 
tend  to,  we  have  to  go  out." 

"  I  may  want  that  letter  myself,"  answered 
Ouy,  drawing  a  long  breath  when  he  thought 
of  the  number  of  Sioux  that  could  be  brought 
against  them.  "Cyrus  has  it,  and  I  did  not 
think  to  ask  him  for  it  yesterday." 

"  Oh,  you  are  all  right.   You  won't  have  to  go." 
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"  Why,  how  is  that  ?  Did  you  not  say  the 
whole  Company  —  " 

*'Yes,  but  that  does  not  include  you.  You 
are  to  command  the  sis'nal  tower  and  keep 
watch  of  us." 

Guy's  first  impulse  was  to  settle  back  in  his 
chair  and  give  vent  to  his  satisfaction  by  draw- 
ing another  long  breath  of  relief  ;  and  his  next 
was  a  fit  of  anger  that  he  snould  be  selected 
to  command  the  signal  tower  out  of  reach  of 
danger,  while  his  whole  Company,  Perkins  in- 
cluded, should  be  ordered  to  hold  themselves 
ready  to  march  to  their  aid  if  the  Sioax  proved 
too  strong  for  them. 

"It  is  the  meanest  thing  I  ever  heard  of," 
exclaimed  Guy.  speaking  in  his  ordinary  tone 
of  voice  before  he  thought,  "  I  will  see  the 
Colonel  and  have  him  put  somebody  else  in 
the  signal  tower." 

"  No.  I  guess  I  would  not  bother  the  Colonei 
if  I  were  in  your  place  "  said  Captain  Kendall, 
with  a  Rinile.  "  The  Colonel  does  not  want 
tx)  be  troubled  by  anybody.     You  will  get  the 
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sharp  edge  of  the  old  man's  tongue,  if  you 
speak  to  him." 

''But  just  see  here,  Captain,"  began  Guy. 

"  I  heard  all  aDout  it  when  you  were  asleep,'' 
continued  the  Captain.  "  You  can  thank  your 
lucky  stars  that  you  are  not  going  out  there 
to  be  killed  by  the  Sioux  Indians." 

The  tone  in  which  the  Captain  uttered  these 
words  made  it  clear  to  the  young  officer's 
comprehension  that  he  did  not  want  any  more 
such  talk  around  that  table,  and  none  of  the 
other  officers  liked  it  either.  The  Colonel  was 
supreme  there,  and  an  order  once  issued  by 
him  was  to  be  taken  as  final.  He  devoted 
himself  to  his  food,  but  he  kept  up  a  terrific 
thinking  all  the  while.  Of  course,  there  was 
an  even  chance  that  the  Sioux  would  be 
whipped  if  they  made  their  attack  upon  the 
soldiers,  and  that  was  another  thing  that  wor- 
ried Gruy.  If  they  were  whipped  he  wanted  a 
hand  in  it ;  but  he  could  not  assist  them  any,  if 
he  were  confined  in  that  tower  to  pass  signals. 

"Do  you  think  you  can  get  that  letter?'* 
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asked  Perkins,  when  he  had  given  the  officers 
a  little  time  to  forget  Guy's  interruption.  ^'If 
it  is  to  save  one  more  prisoner,  it  may  stand 
me  well  in  hai_i. ' 

"I  will  trv  it  as  soon  as  I  get  through 
breakfast,"  said  Guy.  "I  don't  know  why  he 
should  want  to  keep  it  now.  I  wish  Captain 
Kendall  had  not  said  what  he  had.  I  would 
have  had  the  Colonel  change  that  order  sure.''^ 

"Well,  you  had  better  take  his  advice  and 
thank  your  lucky  stars  that  you  are  well  out 
of  the  scrape." 

"Will  you  change  places  with  me?"  asked 
Guy,  a  bright  idea  striking  him,  "  you  go  to 
that  signal  tower  —  " 

''Not  by  a  great  sight,  I  won't,"  said  Perkins 
hastily.  "  If  the  other  boys  are  going  to  fight, 
I  am  going  to  fight  too.  Yoci  will  see  me 
coming  back  covered  with  glory  and  three  or 
four  scalps  in  my  hand." 

Guy  did  not  want  much  breakfast.  He  got 
through  with  what  he  had  on  his  plate,  asked 
to  be  excused,  and  left  the  table. 
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In  the  Signal  Tower 

'*  \/ES,  I  heard  all  about  it  while  you  were 
'  asleep,  as  Captain  Kendall  told  you. 
The  men  have  not  yet  been  informed  of  the 
part  they  have  to  perform,  but  I  know  that 
they  are  all  ready." 

Thus  spoke  Cyrus  the  scout  when  Guy  Pres- 
ton came  rushing  into  his  quarters  to  tell  him 
what  Colonel  Carrington  was  going  to  do 
with  the  troops  under  his  command.  As  he 
uttered  the  words,  he  leaned  his  cracker  box 
against  the  jamb  of  a  window  and  looked  at 
Guy  as  if  to  ask  him  what  he  thought  about  it. 
*'If  he  is  my  Colonel  I  say  that  he  was 
guilty  of  doing  a  mean  thing,"  said  Guy, 
spitefully.  "  There  I  was  fast  asleep,  and  he 
never  told  me  a  thing  about  it." 

"Of   course    he    didn't.     A    Colonel,   whose 
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right  it  is  to  command  a  thousand  men,  does 
not  generally  look  to  a  Second  Lieutenant 
for  advice.  We  must  have  v^ood,  and  that  is 
the  only  way  to  get  it." 

^'1  don't  expect  him  to  look  to  me  for  ad- 
vice; but  v^hen  he  is  going  to  send  my  whole 
regiment  away  from  me,  it  is  high  time  he 
was  telling  me  of  it." 

Cyrus  laughed,  but  made  no  reply. 

"  He  knew  all  the  time  that  I  wanted  a 
hand  in  the  first  fight  the  regiment  got  into, 
because  he  has  often  heard  me  say  so;  and 
then  to  go  and  send  them  off  into  the  pres- 
ence of  the  Sioux — I  think  he  should  have 
said  something  to  me  about  it." 

"You  do  your  duty  faithfully  as  Second 
Lieutenant,  and  when  the  time  comes  for  you 
to  get  in  a  fight,  you'll  go.  The  Colonel  will 
not  keep  you  back.  You  will  be  safe  up  there 
in  the  signal  tower — " 

"And  suppose  the  Sioux  get  whipped  ?  " 

"It  is  your  regiment  and  you  will  share  in 
the  glory;   but  if  the  Sioux  are  too  many  for 
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them,  and  the  last  one  of  them  gets  wiped 
out,  why  you  will  be  safe." 

"I  see  that  I  can't  get  any  sympathy  from 
you,"  said  Guy  in  a  doleful  tone;  whereat 
Cyrus  laughed  louder  than  ever.  *'I  thought 
when  I  came  here  and  told  yoa  of  it,  you 
would  feel  for  me;  but  you  are  as  bad  as  the 
rest.  What  have  you  done  with  that  letter  I 
gave  you?" 

"  Do  you  mean  Winged  Arrow's  letter  ? 
The  Colonel's  got  it." 

"Honor  bright?"  said  Guy,  who  wondered  if 
Cyrus  were  not  fooling  him.  *'He  does  not 
want  that  letter  now." 

"He  has  got  it  anyway.  Look  here,  Guy,  I 
will  tell  you  something  else,  if  you  will  not 
speak  about  it.     I   am   going  to  try  it  again." 

"  Are  you  going  out  in  the  face  of  the  Sioux 
after  the  narrow  escape  you  had?"  exclaimed 
Guy,  almost  paralyzed  by  the  information. 
"That  letter  is  going  to  save  one  more  pris' 
oner,  but  it  may  not  save  you  a  second  time." 

"  I  am  going  to  try  it;   or,  rather,  I  am  going 
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to  see  if  I  can't  get  through  their  numbers 
without  being  caught.  Such  things  have  been 
done,  and  I  don't  see  why  they  cannot  be  done 
again." 

"  But  what  are  you  going  to  do  this  time  ? 
If  the  Sioux  were  on  the  watch  before,  they 
will  be  doubly  so  now." 

"Not  much  after  that  fight  comes  off.  That 
will  throw  the  Sioux  crazy,  and  that  will  be 
the  time  to  try  it,  if  at  all." 

"No  matter  whether  we  whip  them  or  not?" 

"That  won't  make  any  difference.  If  they 
fail,  they  will  have  their  mourning  to  go  through 
with,  and  by  the  time  they  get  through  with 
that  I  shall  have  passed  through  and  be  well 
on  my  way  to  Fort  Robinson." 

"  Well,  Cyrus,  I  bade  you  good-by  once  before 
when  I  never  thought  to  see  you  again,  but 
I  guess  you  are  gone  now,"  said  Guy,  advanc- 
ing and  extending  his  hand,  "  and  you  had  bet- 
ter bid  me  good-by  too." 

"  Oh,  you  will  be  safe  in  that  signal  tower," 
said  Cyrus,  who  did  not  see  the  use  of  so  much 
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feeling  on  Guy's  part.  "If  the  Sioux  wanted 
to  capture  that  tower,  they  could  have  taken 
it  long  ago.  Good-by,  but  remember  that  I  will 
see  you  again." 

"  Then  Perkins  cannot  have  the  letter  if 
you  want  it,"  said  Guy. 

"  I  think  he  had  better  not.  The  Colonel  thinks 
I  ought  to  have  it,  and  he  will  give  it  to  me 
before  I  start." 

Guy  went  to  his  room  and  there  he  found 
his  roommates  sitting  around  doing  nothing. 
They  had  their  weapons  close  at  hand,  but 
made  no  move  to  put  them  on  until  they  got 
orders. 

*'  Well,  boys,  there  will  not  be  so  many  of 
us  here  to-night,"  said  Guy,  breaking  in  upon 
the  silence.  "Some  of  us  will  leave  this  room 
for  the  last  time." 

"You  will  be  all  right  and  tight,"  said  Ar- 
thur, "and  if  we  whip  the  Sioux  you  will 
wish  you  had  been  along." 

"  Do  any  of  you  want  to  change  places  with 
me?"  asked  Guy,  for  he  was  not  at  all  pleased 
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with  the  arrangement.  ^'I  will  ask  the  Colo- 
nel   " 

"You  need  not  ask  him  anything  on  my 
account,"  said  Arthur  quickly.  ''I  would  not 
go  up  in  that  signal  tower  for  all  the  money 
there  is  in  the  world.  Our  boys  are  going  to 
fight,  and  I  am  going  to  fight  too.  There. 
That  lets  you  out.     Good-by." 

*'The  Colonel  desires  to  see  you,  sir,"  said 
an  Orderly,  stepping  up  and  saluting. 

Guy  jumped  up,  pat  on  his  weapons,  and 
turned  to  take  leave  of  his  roommates,  all 
of  whom  came  forward  to  shake  him  by  the 
hand,  but  he  did  not  see  a  sign  of  waver- 
ing on  the  part  of  any  of  them.  Their 
faces  were  white,  but  there  was  a  determined 
look  about  their  features  which  showed  that 
they  fully  comprehended  the  danger  of  their 
situation  and  were  ready  to  take  the  conse- 
quences. 

*^Good  morning,  Mr.  Preston,"  said  the  Colo- 
nel, when  he  entered  the  quarters  and  found 
him  alone  there  with  Colonel  Fetterman.     "I 
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have  put  you  in  command  of  the  signal  tower 
to-day/' 

"So  I  have  understood,  sir,"  said  Guy.  "But 
don't  you  think " 

"I  have  thought  the  matter  all  over  and  I 
have  resolved  upon  my  course,"  replied  the 
commanding  officer,  turning  almost  fiercely 
upon  Guy.  "I  want  to  see  if  you  understand 
the  signals." 

"Yes,  sir;  I  know  them  by  heart,"  returned 
Guy,  who  saw  that  it  would  be  of  no  use  to 
ask  the  Colonel  to  change  that  order. 

*'Very  well.  You  are  to  keep  a  close  watch 
on  the  party  that  goes  out  to  protect  the 
wagons,  and  you  will  be  careful  to  make  the 
same  signals  to  them  that  I  shall  make  to  you." 

"  Very  good,  sir.     I  understand." 

"  Then  my  business  with  you  is  done.  I  see 
that  the  squad  is  getting  ready,"  said  the 
Colonel,  as  the  blast  of  a  bugle  echoed  through 
the  Fort.  *'  You  will  find  three  men  out  there, 
with  rations,  and  you  will  stand  watch  while 
you  are  there.     That's  all." 
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Guy  made  all  haste  to  get  out  of  the  room, 
for  he  did  not  want  to  be  within  reach  of  the 
ColoneFs  frown  any  longer  than  he  could  help, 
and  furthermore  he  was  anxious  to  see  what 
preparations  had  been  made  for  the  party 
that  was  to  go  after  the  wood.  The  whole 
Fort  was  in  commotion,  but  everything  was 
done  in  regular  order.  Those  of  the  soldiers 
who  had  nothing  to  do  were  standing  in  little 
groups  and  watching  their  comrades  whom 
they  never  expected  to  see  again ;  forty  men 
were  filing  through  the  gate,  mounted  on  their 
horses  and  forming  on  the  parade  ground  un- 
der command  of  Captain  Kendall ;  three  men, 
who  were  evidently  waiting  for  somebody, 
were  there  on  foot  with  their  haversacks 
slung  over  their  shoulders  ;  and  the  yells  out- 
side the  stockade  announced  that  the  teamsters 
were  busily  hitching  up  their  mules.  Guy 
saw  all  this  at  a  glance,  and  then  bent  his 
steps  toward  the  three  men  who  were  stand- 
ing there  waiting  for  orders. 

"Here's   your  party,  Mr.  Preston,"  said   the 
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Adjutant.  ^'You  will  go  out  and  relieve  the 
men  in  the  signal  tower.  I  suppose  the  Colo- 
nel gave  you  orders  before  you  left?" 

"Yes,  sir,  what  little  he  had  to  give,"  an- 
swered Guy.  '•!  have  never  been  in  the  tower 
before,  but  I  think  I  know  what  is  required 
of  me." 

The  Adjutant  bowed  and  went  away,  and 
Guy,  whose  men  were  standing  at  parade  rest, 
had  nothing  to  do  but  to  wait  until  the  escort 
was  ready  to  march.  It  was  quickly  done, 
and  when  he  saw  the  Captain  mount  his  horse 
and  turn  to  salute  the  Colonel,  Guy  ordered 
his  men  through  the  gate  to  catch  one  of  the 
wagons  on  which  he  intended  to  get  a  ride 
out  to  the  signal  tower.  When  the  Captain 
went  by  with  his  Company,  he  returned  Guy^s 
salute  and  responded,  *' Thank  you,"  to  his 
expressions  of  good  luck  and  a  safe  return  to 
the  Fort  with  the  wagon  train. 

"I  am  afraid,  sir,  that  it  won't  be  such 
good  luck  with  him  after  all,"  said  one  of 
his   men   as   the    Captain  rode    on.     "It   does 
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not  seem  as  though  there  were  any  Sioux 
around  here,  does  it,  sir?" 

"  No/'  replied  Guy„  "  If  that  Red  Cloud  were 
only  out  of  the  v/ay,  what  a  fine  country  this 
would  be  to  live  in.  Such  splendid  hunting 
as  there  is  to  be  had  here  I  never  saw  before. 
You  can  see  prairie  chickens  every  day  from 
the  Fort." 

There  was  no  danger  to  be  feared  until  they 
got  to  the  signal  tower,  but  none  of  the  men 
seemed  to  enjoy  the  trip,  because  they  knew 
that  the  Sioux  were  watching  them  from  every 
hilltop  within  range  of  their  vision.  The  Cap- 
tain again  saluted  when  they  reached  the 
tower,  and  Guy  and  his  men  jumped  off  the 
wagon  to  be  admitted  by  the  Second  Lieuten- 
ant who  was  in  command  there. 

"  Halloo,  Guy,'*  said  he,  and  he  was  glad  to 
gee  that  his  relief  had  come.  "Now  you  can 
have  the  fun  of  sitting  here  for  twenty-four 
hours,  with  nothing  but  the  swells  to  look  at. 
Say,'' he  added  in  a  lower  tone,"  Who  was  that  of- 
ficer who  went  out  hunting  day  before  yesterday  ? 
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I  see  he  had  a  Sioux  to  show  him  the  way- 
back.  If  I  didn't  see  you  here  safe  and  sound 
I  should  think  it  was  you.  His  horse  resem- 
bled yours." 

"Well,  sir,  it  was  I,  and  no  mistake,"  said 
Guy.  "  That  Sioux  came  to  warn  me  to  keep 
out  of  the  way  of  an  approaching  massacre 
which  I  think  is  going  to  happen  now  in  less 
than  two  hours." 

"  Aw !  Get  out,"  exclaimed  the  Second  Lieu- 
tenant, throwing  back  his  head  and  laughing 
immoderately.  "That  Sioux  was  a  friend  of 
yours,  was  he  not?" 

"  I  have  not  time  to  explain  matters  to  you 
now,  for  you  had  better  go  inside  the  Fort  as 
soon  as  you  can.     He  gave  me  a  letter  — " 

"Aw!  Get  out,"  said  the  Lieutenant  again. 
"You  have  been  listening  to  some  of  Cyrus's 
stories,  and  he  has  made  you  believe  that  you 
have  some  sort  of  medicine  that  will  protect 
you  from  their  bullets.  Come  on,  all  my 
men,  and  v/e  will  go  to  the  Fort  while  you 
are   thinking   about   it.    It   may   be   that  we 
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will  find  some  Sioux  who  will  give  us  a 
letter  —  '' 

Guy  and  his  men  were  all  inside  the  tower 
by  this  time,  and  they  closed  the  heavy  door 
and  bolted  it,  thus  shutting  off  what  else  the 
officer  was  going  to  say  in  regard  to  that  let- 
ter. They  heard  his  laugh  ringing  on  the 
outside,  and  through  the  loopholes  saw  him 
march  away  toward  the  Fort. 

"Did  that  Sioux  really  give  you  a  letter, 
sir?"  asked  one  of  his  men.  as  they  climbed 
the  rude  stairway  to  reach  the  top.  "Who  was 
that  letter  directed  to?" 

"  I  have  not  time  to  go  into  all  the  particu- 
lars now,"  said  Guy,  as  he  leaned  on  the  walls 
on  the  top  of  the  tower  and  looked  after  the 
wagon  train  and  its  escort.  "You  will  hear 
all  about  it  when  you  get  back  to  the  Fort. 
Is  that  flag  all  ready?  Lay  aside  your  guns, 
but  have  them  handy,  and  keep  a  close  watch 
on  that  train." 

As  Guy  had  never  been  in  the  tower  before, 

he  looked  around  him  with  no  little  curiosity. 
II 
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The  ridge  leading  from  the  Fort  to  where  good 
timber  was  to  be  found  was  in  plain  sight, 
and  every  move  the  wagon  train  made  could 
be  distinctly  seen.  The  Fort  stood  considera- 
bly lower  than  this  tower,  but  there  were  sev- 
eral mountain  howitzers  in  the  Fort  which  had 
been  trained  on  this  ridge.  The  gunners,  how- 
ever, could  not  shell  the  ravines  on  each  side 
of  it  with  any  accuracy,  and  Guy  saw  at  once, 
with  a  soldier's  eye,  that  about  a  mile  beyond 
them  was  a  splendid  place  for  an  ambush. 
His  heart  fell  when  he  noticed  it,  but  he  did 
not  say  anything  to  his  men  about  it. 

"  The  Sioux  have  got  the  better  of  us  or  I  shall 
miss  my  guess,"  said  Guy,  hauling  his  binocu- 
lars from  its  case  and  settling  himself  on  a  log 
which  had  been  cut  off  sufficient  to  serve  for 
a  seat.  "If  they  make  their  attack  from  one 
of  those  ravines,  we  cannot  see  it  until  we  are 
right  on  to  it,  and  they  will  clean  us  out  as 
sure  as  shooting." 

Having  observed  the  train  and  seen  that  it 
was  all  right  so  far,  Guy  began    an    examina- 
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tion  of  the  tower  to  see  what  chances  he  had 
for  making  a  successful  resistance  in  case  he 
were  assaulted.  He  was  more  than  satisfied 
with  it.  The  tower  was  built  of  green  logs 
which  could  not  be  set  on  fire  by  the  hostiles 
at  any  reasonable  distance,  and  was  well  sup- 
plied with  loopholes,  so  that  a  company  of 
determined  men  could  hold  their  own  until  as- 
sistance could  reach  them  from  the  Fort.  While 
he  was  thus  engaged  one  of  his  men  called  his 
attention  to  a  faint  sound  which  he  heard 
coming  from  the  further  end  of  the  ridge. 

"It  sounded  to  me  like  a  war  whoop,  sir,'* 
said  he.  "  It  could  not  be  that.  Yes,  sir,  that 
is  what  it  is." 

In  an  instant  Guy  Preston  was  on  his  feet 
with  his  glass  pointed  toward  the  wagon  train, 
and  caw  something  that  he  hoped  he  never 
would  see  again — a  hundred  Indians,  all  well 
mounted  and  armed,  were  making  a  charge  on 
the  wagon  train's  escort.  Where  they  came 
from  was  a  mystery,  but  they  were  there,  and 
the  faint  yells  which  struck  his  ears  now  and 
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then  showed  that  they  were  out  there  for  no 
good  purpose. 

''Where's  that  flag,'^  he  exclaimed,  "give  it 
to   me,  quick!" 

In  less  time  than  it  takes  to  tell  it,  Guy 
had  grasped  the  emblem  and  was  waving  to 
the  watching  sentries  on  the  palisades  what 
was  going  on  a  mile  from  them,  but  which 
was  shut  out  from  their  view  by  the  ridge:  — 

"About  one  hundred  Indians  going  to  at- 
tack the  train." 

Then  he  threw  the  flag  down  and  waited 
with  all  the  fortitude  he  could  command  for 
some  response  to  the  signal.  A  moment 
afterw^ard  it  came.  One  of  the  mountain 
howitzers  belched  forth  its  contents,  the  shell 
whizzed  by  so  close  to  them  that  it  seemed 
as  if  they  could  touch  it,  and  exploded  in  the 
air  right  in  line  for  the  Sioux,  but  a  good 
way  above  them.  Another  and  another  fol- 
lowed, but  their  firing  was  entirely  too  wild 
to  do  any  damage.     Guy  was  on  nettles. 

"They  will  never  hit  the   Indians   at   that 
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rate,"  he  exclaimed.  "Why  don't  they  shoot 
lower?" 

All  the  shells  which  came  from  the  how- 
itzers followed  the  same  course,  and  then  Gruy, 
forgetting  that  he  was  an  inferior  and  in  no 
condition  to  offer  advice,  seized  the  flag  again 
and  signaled  once  more  to  the  Fort. 

''You  are  firing  entirely  too  high.  Shoot 
closer  to  the  ground." 

Whatever  the  commanding  officer  thought 
of  his  advice  Guy  n^ver  knew,  but  he  thought 
it  a  good  plan  to  follow  these  instructions. 
The  next  shell  came  lower  and  the  next  one 
lower  yet,  and  then  Guy  raised  the  flag  once 
more. 

"That  is  all  right.  You  stand  a  chance  of 
hitting  them  now." 

"Oh,  don't  1  wish  that  I  was  down  there 
with  my  Winchester!"  said  Guy,  so  excited 
tha^"  3  could  scarcely  stand  still.  "By  the 
way,  do  any  of  you  see  Winged  Arrow?" 

"Don't  know  him,  sir,"  said  all  the  men  at 
once. 
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"That  is  so;  you  did  not  see  him,  did  yon? 
This  fellow  wears  a  buckskin  shirt  and  rides 
a  small  sorrel  horse " 

"Every  fellow  down  there  is  stripped  to  the 
waist,"  said  one. 

"And  they  all  ride  small  sorrel  horses," 
said  another. 

"  Well,  I  guess  he  is  there,"  said  Guy  under 
his  breath.  "  I  hope  he  will  come  off  scot- 
free.  But  he  said  that  the  Sioux  coald  raise 
three  thousand  men.    This  ioesn't  look  like  it." 

"There  is  something  going  on  in  the  Fort, 
sir,''  said  one  of  the  men  after  a  little  pause. 
"It  looks  to  me  as  if  they  were  going  to  send 
out  re-enforcements." 

These  words  brought  Guy  back  to  earth 
again.  If  the  Colonel  was  about  to  send  men 
to  help  the  escort,  he  must  send  his  own 
Company.  The  young  officer  went  off  into  a 
state  of  excitement  again. 


CHAPTER  XII. 
What  Guy  Saw 

GUY  Preston  turned  with  his  glass  to  his 
eyes  again.  There  was  something  going 
on  in  the  Fort  —  it  was  so  far  away  that  he 
could  not  hear  the  words  of  command,  but 
he  knew  that  horses  were  going  in  and  that 
the  men  were  running  about  as  if  they  were 
getting  ready  for  something.  Presently  the 
column  appeared  —  a  hundred  men,  who  seemed 
to  be  intent  on  going  to  the  rescue,  for  they 
had  hardly  time  to  clear  the  gate  before  they 
broke  into  a  trot  and  then  into  a  gallop.  A 
little  nearer  and  Guy  recognized  the  faces  of 
his  old  Company,  Perkins,  Arthur  Brigham, 
all  his  roommates,  as  well  as  several  of  the 
rank  and  file.  Colonel  Fetterman  was  in 
command,  and  though  Guy  thought  he  looked 

rather   white,   he    heard   the   order  "gallop" 
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which  rang  in  his  ears  the  same  as  of  old. 
Did  they  know  that  they  were  going  to  their 
death  ?  If  they  did  there  was  not  one  of  the 
hundred  men  wno  seemed  to  realize  it. 

"Oh,  Oh!"  shouted  Guy,  prancing  about  in 
his  excitement  until  he  came  near  missing 
his  steps  and  going  back  through  the  trap- 
door with  more  haste  than  he  had  come  up 
a  few  minutes  before.  "  All  my  Company  are 
there,  every  one  of  them,  and  I  am  to  stay 
here  cooped  up  like  a  rat  in  a  trap!  Why 
did  not  the  Colonel  remember  this?  They 
will  come  back  flushed  with  victory  and  I 
will  have  had  no  hand  in  it!'' 

"  Do  you  see  any  men  in  company  D  there, 
sir?"  asked  the  Sergeant,  who  stood  close  at 
Guy's  elbow. 

"Look  for  yourself,"  replied  the  young  of- 
ficer, handing  his  glass  over  to  the  man.  "I 
don't  know  all  the  men  m  Company  D." 

The  Sergeant  took  the  glass,  and  one  look 
was  enough  to  satisfy  him.  He  gave  it  back 
without  saying  a  word. 
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"I  guess  you  are  in  the  same  boat  with 
me,"  said  Guy,  once  more  leveling  the  glass 
to  take  a  nearer  view  of  the  approaching  re- 
enforcements.  "They  will  get  all  the  glory 
of  this  fight.  I  see  Captain  Brown  and  three 
or  four  *  old  timers '  who  are  going  out  with 
them,  and  we  are  bound  to  whip;  but  it  seems 
hard  to  me  to  stay  here  and  do  nothing! '^ 

As  the  horsemen  tore  by,  Guy  Preston 
raised  his  cap  and  swung  it  lustily  around  his 
head,  and  there  were  a  dozen  men,  among 
whom  were  Perkins  and  Arthur,  who  returned 
the  salute.  A  moment  afterward  the  support 
was  gone,  and  Guy,  with  a  long  breath  which 
seemed  to  say  that  there  was  no  help  for  it, 
settled  down  to  watch  them  and  keep  a  close 
view  of  their  movements.  Nor  were  they 
obliged  to  wait  long.  The  Indians  seemed 
surprised  at  the  approach  of  so  large  a  re- 
enforcement  to  support  the  train,  and  at  once 
became  confused  and  started  to  retreat;  and 
that  was  enough  for  the  supporting  column. 
Guy  saw  Colonel  Fetterman  turn  in  his  saddle 
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and  swing  his  sword  above  his  head,  and  in 
an  instant  more  a  yell  came  to  his  ears  and 
his  men  turned  down  the  ridge. 

"Bully  for  our  side  of  the  house!"  yelled  Guy 
Preston,  once  more  swinging  his  cap  around 
his  head.  "It  shows  what  you  can  do,  Mr. 
Sioux,  when  you  get  some  men  to  oppose  you." 

"They  are  retreating,  sir?"  asked  the  Ser- 
geant. 

"Of  course  they  are.  They  cannot  stand 
against  anything  like  their  own  number." 

While  Guy  stood  with  the  flag  in  his  hand, 
and  w^ondering  whether  or  not  he  ought  to 
signal  Colonel  Fetterman's  movement  to  the 
Fort,  something  surprising  happened  down 
there  at  the  foot  of  the  ridge.  Where  there 
were  a  dozen  Indians  before,  there  w^ere  two 
dozen  now  and  more  still  coming.  They  were 
coming  from  one  of  those  ravines  that  ran 
back  from  the  left  of  the  Fort.  These  two 
dozen  Indians  were  promptly  joined  by  two 
dozen  more,  and  before  Guy  could  think  twice, 
the  plain  was  fairly  covered  with  them. 


WHAT  GUY  SAW  171 

"My  goodness!  What  is  the  meaning  of 
that?"  said  he. 

**They  have  run  into  an  ambuscade,  sir," 
said  the  Sergeant. 

The  young  officer  was  so  astonished  at  what 
he  saw,  that  he  never  once  thought  of  the 
flag  he  held  in  his  hand.  It  was  done  so 
quickly  that  it  appeared  like  a  dream.  While 
he  looked  more  Indians  came  out.  They  made 
their  appearance  in  a  large  body  too,  and, 
dividing  right  and  left  as  they  approached  the 
column,  soon  surrounded  it  entirely,  and  noth- 
ing but  frantic  and  yelling  Sioux  could  be 
seen  from  the  tower. 

"  My  goodness  ! "  he  repeated,  his  face  turn- 
ing as  white  as  the  flag  he  held  in  his  hand. 
"I  must  signal  that,  but  I  don't  know  what 
to  say." 

His  men,  one  and  all,  offered  some  advice,  but 
the  signal  Guy  sent  was  something  like  this:  — 

"Large  bodies  of  Indians  in  the  ravine  at 
the  foot  of  the  hill.  They  have  attacked  the 
re-enforcements." 
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Almost  immediately  there  came  an  answer 
from  the  Fort:  — 

*' Signal  for  them  not  to  leave  the  ridge." 

"What  good  will  it  do  to  signal  to  them 
now?"  cried  Guy,  stamping  about  on  the  tower 
and  making  no  effort  at  all  to  brush  the  tears 
from  his  eyes.  "  I  can't  see  the  column  at  all, 
—  nothing  but  Indians  ! " 

But  Guy  was  a  good  soldier,  and  he  made 
all  haste  to  signal  the  post  commander's  or- 
ders to  Colonel  Fetterman :  "  Don't  leave  the 
ridge,'^  "Don't  leave  the  ridge,"  but  that  was 
all  the  good  it  did.  None  of  Colonel  Fetter- 
man's  men  saw  the  signal,  or  if  they  did, 
they  were  too  busy  to  reply  to  it.  Guy 
watched  them  for  a  minute  or  two  through 
eyes  which  were  blinded  with  tears,  but  could 
not  see  that  the  Indians  were  retreating  in 
any  way.  On  the  contrary,  he  seemed  to  grow 
almost  frantic  when  he  saw  the  white  men 
falling  back.  The  Indians  were  gaining  ground 
at  every  step. 

"This  beats  me,"  said  he,  leaning  one  hand 
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on  the  Sergeant^s  shoulder  and  burying  his 
face  on  the  top  of  it,  "  We  are  whipped !  The 
massacre's  come ! " 

"  They  might  send  some  re-enforcements 
from  the  Fort,  sir,"  suggested  the  Sergeant, 
who  was  also  crying  like  a  schoolboy.  "  They 
have  another  hundred  men  that  they  can 
Bpare  for  Colonel  Fetterman." 

"That's  so,"  said  Guy,  as  he  caught  up  the 
flag  again ;  and  he  lost  no  time  in  send- 
ing the  state  of  affairs  to  the  commanding 
oflBcer. 

"  The  troops  are  retreating.  Fetterman 
needs  re-enforcements.  They  cannot  come  too 
soon." 

"  There,  now,  I  have  done  my  duty,"  moaned 
Guy,  seating  himself  on  the  block  of  wood 
again,  ''I  must  stay  right  here  now  and  see 
our  men  whipped." 

But  Guy  did  not  sit  there  long.  The  noise 
of  the  fight  came  plainly  to  his  ears,  and 
every  exultant  yell  of  a  Sioux,  that  now  and 
then  rose   loud  and  clear   above  the  tumult^ 
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wa^  almost  as  bad  as  torture  to  himself. 
Again  and  again  he  signaled  to  the  Fort, 
*^Our  men  are  being  overpowered.  Fetterman 
needs  re-enforcements/^  but  no  response  came. 
They  could  see  the  men  standing  idly  by  lean- 
ing on  their  guns,  but  no  attempt  was  made 
to  send  support  to  them. 

"  I  almost  wish  that  Colonel  Carrington  were 
out  there,"  said  Guy,  for  the  sense  of  responsibil- 
ity that  rested  upon  him  was  almost  too  great 
for  him  to  bear.  "Have  I  done  what  I  could, 
Sergeant  ?  I  would  go  myself,  if  he  would  let 
me ! " 

The  men  all  joined  in  with  the  Sergeant  in 
assuring  him  that  no  officer,  situated  as  he 
was  up  there  in  the  picket  tower,  could  have 
done  more  than  Guy  did  to  stop  the  massa- 
cre, and  he  was  forced  to  be  satisfied  with 
this.  He  sat  there  and  watched,  but  was  pow- 
erless to  do  anything.  Now  and  then  signals 
came  from  the  Fort,  "How  goes  the  battle 
now?"  and  Guy's  answer  was  always  the 
same;    "The   Indians  are  whipping  our  men 


WHAT  GUY  SAW  1 75 

completely  out.  Fetterman  needs  re-enforce- 
ments'*'; but  that  was  the  last  of  it.  In 
much  less  than  half  an  hour  it  was  all  over. 
Then  he  sprang  up  and  caught  the  flag 
again : 

"All  killed.  Field  covered  by  more  than 
one  thousand  Sioux." 

Guy  felt  while  sending  this  signal,  as  if  he 
had  signed  his  own  death  warrant.  He  tossed 
the  flag  upon  the  floor,  seated  himself  on  his 
block  of  wood  again  and  covered  his  face  with 
his  hands.  Perkins,  Arthur  Brigham  —  0 
Lord,  they  were  all  gone!  He  thought  of  the 
many  acts  of  kindness  which  the  boys  had 
lavished  upon  him,  and  his  feelings  were  too 
great  for  utterance.  Sobs  which  he  could  not 
repress  shook  his  frame  all  over. 

"  There  is  something  else  that  wants  signal- 
ing too,"  said  the  Sergeant.  "  The  wood  train 
is  coming." 

Guy  jumped  to  his  feet,  and  looked  out  over 
the  field  again.  There  was  nothing  but  Sioux 
in  sight,  and  they  were  running  as  if  anxious 
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to  get  away  from  the  leaden  hail  that  was 
rained  upon  them.  Guy  seized  the  flag  and 
this  went  to  the  Fort:  — 

*'  Wood  train  coming,  having  beaten  off  as- 
sailants.'' 

As  Guy  turned  to  look  at  the  wagon  train, 
he  saw  to  his  immense  relief  the  long  line  of 
ladened  wagons  at  the  foot  of  the  ridge.  As 
it  passed  the  battlefield  Guy,  repeating  the 
signal  made  from  the  Fort,  warned  it  not 
to  attack,  and  it  did  not.  A  frightened  lot  of 
teamsters  and  soldiers  went  by  him  after  a 
while,  but  where  was  Guy's  salute  this  time? 
He  did  not  make  any,  but  stood  leaning  on 
the  top  of  the  tower  and  silently  regarded 
them  as  they  went  by. 

"  It  is  all  over,"  he  said,  mournfully.  *'  I  said 
this  morning  that  there  would  not  be  so  many 
of  us  left  in  our  room  to-night,  and  this 
proves  it.  I  am  alone  and  have  not  even  a 
squad  of  men  to  command." 

Leaving  one  of  his  men  to  watch  the  Fort 
so  as  to  be  ready  to  answer  any    signals  that 
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might  come,  Guy  turned  his  attention  to  the 
battlefield;  and  now  that  the  smoke  had 
cleared  away  they  saw  the  Sioux  in  pursuit  of 
plunder — clothes,  arms,  and  valuables,  any- 
thing that  could  add  to  their  wealth.  Occa- 
sionally a  faint  yell  would  come  up  to  their 
ears,  faint  and  far  off,  but  still  plainly  audi- 
ble:— 

"Come  down  here,  you  pickets.  We  have 
whipped  some  of  you,  and  are  able  to  whip 
the  rest." 

Having  now  a  respectable  force  at  his  com- 
mand, Colonel  Carrington  sent  one  hundred 
and  ten  men  to  the  battlefield  with  orders 
not  to  leave  the  ridge  unless  they  felt  strong 
enough  to  attack.  The  howitzers  went  with 
them,  and  the  wagons  by  this  time  being 
emptied  of  their  fuel,  went  along  also  to  bring 
in  the  dead;  for  it  was  rightly  supposed  that 
the  Sioux  did  not  leave  any  wounded  behind 
them.  Guy  saw  them  pass  by,  and  set  himself 
to  observe  their  movements.     There  were  but 

few  Indians  left  upon  the  field  and  these  fled 
12 


178  WINGED  ARROW'S  MEDICINE 

upon  the  approach  of  the  troops,  and  so  op- 
portunity was  had  to  find  out  the  cause  of 
the  defeat.  It  was  just  as  Winged  Arrow  had 
told  Guy:  If  he  saw  one  battlefield,  he  never 
would  want  to  see  another.  The  dead  were 
all  stripped,  and  the  positions  of  most  of  them 
led  to  the  belief  that  they  were  killed  while 
trying  to  escape.  The  horses'  heads  pointed 
toward  the  Fort.  The  soldiers  lying  near  the 
base  of  the  ridge  appeared  to  have  met  their 
death  as  they  were  fleeing  from  the  field,  hav- 
ing seen  that  their  re-enforcements  would 
amount  to  just  nothing  at  all.  There  were 
some  few,  but  not  very  many,  mutilations 
among  the  bodies,  and  so  the  soldiers  recog- 
nized every  one  of  the  slain.  Guy  did  not 
learn  this  until  late  that  evening,  when  all  the 
bodies  were  brought  in  by  wagons,  and  then 
he  saw  his  roommates  cold  in  death.  Every 
one  of  them  wore  a  happy  smile  upon  his 
face,  as  if  he  knew  his  fate  and  was  ready 
to  give  up  his  life  in  the  service  of  his  coun- 
try. 
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"There  is  somebody  coining  out  from  the 
Fort,  sir,"  said  the  Sergeant,  breaking  in  upon 
Guy's  reverie. 

Two  horsemen  were  coming  at  a  rapid  lope, 
and  Guy's  glass  showed  him  that  they  were 
the  Lieutenant  whom  he  had  relieved  in  com- 
mand of  the  tower  and  an  after  rider,  who 
was  probably  a  cavalryman,  to  hold  his  horse. 
Guy  went  down  to  the  door  to  receive  them, 
and  when  he  opened  it  Amos  Billings,  that 
was  the  Lieutenant's  name,  must  have  been 
surprised  at  bis  greeting,  a.lthoue^h  he  himself 
was  not  far  from  shedding  tears  over  the 
thing  he   could   not  prevent. 

"The  commanding  officer  said  I  had  better 
come  and  let  you  hear  something  of  that 
massacre,"  said  Amos.  *'I  tell  you,  Guy,  it  is 
awful  !'^ 

"  Oh,  my  dear  fellow ! "  exclaimed  Guy, 
'throwing  his  arms  around  Amos's  neck  and 
burying  his  tear-stained  face  on  his  shoulder. 
"What  are  they  going  to  do  to  me?" 

"To  you?"  repeated  the  Lieutenant    "Why, 
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nothing.  Guy,  don't  take  on  this  way.  You 
were  ordered  up  here  in  the  tower  and  you 
stayed  here.  Did  you  not  answer  all  the  sig- 
nals?" 

*'Yes;  and  I  made  some  I  ought  not  to  have 
made.  Fetterman  never  asked  for  help.  I 
saw  that  the  Sioux  were  too  many  for  him, 
and  so  I  asked  for  re-enforcements." 

"Well,  what  of  that?  I  guess  he  needed 
them  bad  enough.  Now  let  us  sit  down  here 
on  the  steps  and  I  will  tell  you  as  much  as 
I  know  about  it." 


CHAPTER  XIIL 

Colonel  Carrington  Is  Depressed 

"  T  WOULD  like  a  chance  to  kick  that  Winged 
1  Arrow,  or  whatever  else  he  calls  himself," 
said  Colonel  Carrington,  as  he  returned  Cap- 
tain Kendairs  salute  and  saw  him  mount  his 
horse  and  lead  his  forty  men  through  the  gate 
to  escort  the  teamsters  to  their  post  of  duty. 
"  He  had  no  business  to  give  Guy  Preston  that 
letter.  He  has  thrown  the  whole  garrison 
into  a  panic.  Every  man  believes  that  a 
massacre  is  coming,  and,  to  tell  the  honest 
truth,  I  really  begin  to  believe  it  myself." 

"Well,"  said  Colonel  Fetterman,  as  he  walked 
with  the  commanding  oflScer  to  a  prominent 
place  on  the  palisades  from  which  they  could 
keep  watch  of  the  train  and  its  escort,  "I 
don't  see  but  that  the  latter  has  done  some 
good   after  all.     It    has    returned    your   best. 

(i8i) 
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scout  to  you  when  everybody  thought  he  was 
a  doomed  man." 

"  That's  so,"  replied  the  Colonel,  after  think- 
ing the  matter  over.  *' Perhaps  in  that  re- 
spect it  has  been  of  some  use  after  all;  and 
I  am  going  to  try  it  again." 

Colonel  Fetterman  was  somewhat  surprised, 
but  said  nothing  in  answer  to  this  proposi- 
tion. The  commanding  oflBcer  had  things  his 
own  way  out  there  on  the  prairie,  and  it  was 
not  for  him  to  offer  any  amendments  until 
he  was  asked  to  give  them. 

"If  the  Sioux  pitch  into  us,  as  I  really  be- 
lieve they  will,  they  will  hold  a  big  jubilee 
in  their  camp  to-night,  no  matter  whether 
they  whip  us  or  not.  That  will  be  the  time 
for  me  to  get  a  letter  through;  don't  you 
think  so?" 

"  Yes,  sir,  that  will  be  the  time,  if  any," 
said  Colonel  -b'etterman,  ihinking  of  what  Cy- 
rus would  have  to  go  through  with  before  he 
could  get  the  letter  safe  into  the  hands  of 
their  superior  officer  who  could  grant  the  re- 
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enforcements  for  which  they  asked.  "  Are  you 
going  to  try  the  letter  on  again?" 

"I  am,  and  Cyrus  is  waiting  to  see  how  the 
fight  comes  out  before  he  makes  the  start. 
Now  we  must  keep  that  train  in  sight  as  long 
as  we  can/'  said  the  Colonel,  pulling  his  bi- 
noculars from  its  case.  "The  trouble  is  that 
we  cannot  see  them  after  they  get  into  a 
fight." 

"We  shall  have  to  depend  upon  the  picket 
tower  after  they  have  disappeared  from  our 
view,"  said  Colonel  Fetterman.  "My  com- 
mand has  been  informed  and  is  all  ready  to 
start." 

"I  hope  I  shall  not  have  to  send  you  out," 
said  the  Colonel  honestly.  "They  are  all 
good  men  in  that  escort,  and  I  think  they 
ought  to  come  through." 

The  commanding  ofiicer  seated  himself  and 
awaited  the  issue  of  events  with  his  feelings 
worked  up  to  the  highest  point  at  which  they 
could  go  and  not  drive  him  wholly  frantic. 
He  knew  that  some  of  his   men  were  going 
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to  their  death,  but  he  had  expected  that. 
Not  one  wagon  train  had  ever  gone  out  from 
that  Fort  after  fuel  but  it  had  always  come 
back  and  reported  that  the  Sioux  had  fired 
into  them,  and  that  so  many  were  dead  and 
so  many  wounded.  But  there  was  one  thing 
that  he  always  thought  of  with  satisfaction: 
the  train  always  brought  their  dead  and 
wounded  back  with  them.  They  left  none  of 
them  for  the  Indians  to  maltreat  after  they 
had  gone.  The  two  oflBcers  saw  the  train 
when  it  reached  the  signal  tower,  and  the 
men  who  had  been  on  watch  there  for  twenty- 
four  hours  were  relieved  by  Lieutenant  Pres- 
Lon  and  his  squad.  Five  minutes  more  and 
the  wagons  were  out  of  sight. 

"There  now,'^  said  the  Colonel.  "Half  an 
hoar  more  will  tell  the  story." 

"  Yes,  and  I  might  as  well  get  ready  to  move 
when  I  get  your  orders,"  said  Colonel  Fetterman. 
*'  You  are  bound  to  give  them  and  I  know  it." 

"Let  us  hope  not,  Colonel;  let  us  hope  not. 
It  seems  as  though  I  ought  to  have  more  men 
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than  I  can  muster  to  send  out  there.  It  is 
like  sending  a  boy  to  mill." 

The  ofiicers  relapsed  into  silence  and  sat 
with  their  glasses  to  their  eyes  watching  the 
signal  tovv^er.  It  came  in  a  good  deal  less 
than  half  an  hour.  It  seemed  to  them  that 
the  wagon  train  had  scarcely  got  out  of  sight 
before  the  white  flag,  with  a  star  in  the  mid- 
dle of  it,  began  to  wave  frantically  from  the 
top  of  the  picket  tower:  ''About  one  hun- 
dred Indians  going  to  attack  the  train." 

"All  ready  with  that  gun  down  there?" 
shouted  the  Colonel,  jumping  to  his  feet. 

"All  ready,  sir,"  was  the  response. 

"Fire!"  was  the  next  order;  and  a  five- 
second  shell  flew  over  the  tower  and  away 
to  the  further  end  of  the  ridge. 

"All  ready  with  that  other  gun?     Fire!" 

The  guns  on  that  side  of  the  Fort  were 
fired  in  quick  succession,  and  when  the  smoke 
cleared  away  the  flag  was  seen  flying  again 
from  the  top  of  the  tower:  "  You  are  firing 
entirely  too  high.    Shoot  closer  to  the  ground." 
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"Depress  those  guns  a  couple  of  points  and 
fire  away,"  said  the  Colonel.  "  That  boy  is 
keeping  a  close  watch  of  the  way  the  shells 
are  going.  I  wish  he  had  a  gun  up  there  so 
that  he  could  try  his  own  hand  at  it.'^ 

The  guns  spoke  again,  and  this  time  the 
answer  that  came  back  was  encouraging. 
"That  is  all  right.  You  stand  a  chance  of 
hitting  them  now." 

"  One  would  think  that  boy  was  a  command- 
ing officer,"  said  the  Colonel.  "I  hope  we 
have  the  right  range  of  them  now." 

This  is  all  that  was  said  in  regard  to  Guy 
Preston's  orders  which  came  all  unasked.  He 
saw  that  the  shells  were  flying  all  too  wild, 
and  did  not  hesitate  to  say  so.  Guy  would 
have  felt  a  great  deal  better  if  he  had  known 
just  what  was  thought  of  it. 

"  Shall  I  go  now  sir?  ^'  asked  Colonel  Fet- 
terman. 

"  Yes,  I  guess  you  had  better,"  said  Colonel 
Carrington  sadly.  "  A  hundred  Indians  is  most 
too  many  for  those  forty  men  to  handle.    Ee- 
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member,  George,  I  depend  entirely  upon  you. 
I  will  bid  you  good-by  now.  I  will  see  you 
start  from  here.'' 

The  two  officers  shook  one  another  by  the 
hand,  and  that  was  the  last  time  they  ever 
met.  Colonel  Carrington  did  not  want  to  go 
down  to  see  him  off.  Fetterman  was  a  brave 
man  and  an  Indian  fighter,  but  somehow  the 
Colonel  did  not  feel  right  about  letting  him 
go.  Fetterman  became  all  activity  at  once. 
He  sprang  down  from  the  platform  upon 
which  he  was  standing,  shouting :  "  Fall  in, 
my  men ! "  and  disappeared  in  his  room. 
When  he  came  out  he  had  his  sword  and  re- 
volver, and  mounting  his  horse,  which  was 
ready  for  him  by  this  time,  he  rode  up  and 
down  in  front  of  his  men,  who  were  rapidly 
forming  in  line,  and  urged  them  all  to  make 
haste. 

*'  There  are  a  hundred  Indians  out  there 
and  we  are  going  for  them,"  he  shouted, 
swinging  his  sword  around  his  head.  "They 
will  stand  just  long  enough  to  see  us  getting 
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ready  for  a  charge,  and  then  they  will  run. 
You  are.  not  afraid  of  a  hundred  Indians,  are 
you?" 

"  Not  by  a  great  sight,  sir,''  said  the  Sergeant, 
who  was  riding  down  the  other  side  of  the 
line  pushing  the  men  into  their  places.  "  Get 
in  there,  men,  and  be  lively  about  it.  Lead  on, 
sir.  We  are  ready  to  face  five  hundred,  if  you 
say  so." 

*'  All  ready,  sir,"  said  Colonel  Fetterman,  rid- 
ing up  to  the  palisades  where  he  had  left  his 
commanding  officer. 

"  Go  on,"  was  the  response.  He  raised  his 
hand  and  waved  it  in  the  air,  but  could  sav 
no  more.  Colonel  Fetterman  wheeled  his 
horse,  gave  the  commands,  "  Fours  right.  For- 
ward march!"  and  rode  through  the  gate  and 
turned  toward  the  picket  tower ;  and  Colonel 
Carrington  con  Id  only  settle  back  in  his  camp 
chair  and  wait  to  see  what  events  v/ere  going 
to  bring  forth. 

"Something  tells  me  that  I  will  never  see 
those   men  again,"  said  he,  turning   to  Major 
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Powell,  who  at  that  moment  stepped  upon  the 
platform  and  took  a  stand  beside  his  Colonel. 
*'  I  have  shaken  hands  with  Colonel  Fetterman 
for  the  last  time." 

*^  Oh,  Colonel,  I  would  not  talk  in  that  way/' 
said  the  Major.  "Fetterman  is  an  old  Indian 
fighter,  and  it  will  take  more  than  one  hun- 
dred Sioux  to  clean  him  out.'' 

"  But  a  hundred  warriors  are  not  all  they 
can  bring  into  a  fight,"  said  the  Colonel.  "  If 
Cyrus  tells  the  truth,  there  must  be  a  larger 
village  than  we  are  aware  of  situated  behind 
those  swells." 

"  Well,  suppose  there  are  a  thousand  of  them; 
Fetterman  can  easily  beat  them  off  until  he 
can  come  within  range  of  the  Fort.  He  has 
taken  Captain  Brown,  Tony,  and  Mike,  and 
three  or  four  old  Indian  fighters  with  him,  and 
they  are  bound  to  come  out  with  flying  colors." 

The  Colonel  said  no  more,  but  watched  the 
re-enforcements.  He  saw  them  break  into  a 
trot  and  then  into  a  gallop,  and  very  shortly 
they  disappeared  over  the  swells. 


Ipo  WINGED  ARROW'S  MEDICINE 

"I  am  a  little  afraid  of  an  ambush  down 
where  they  are/'  said  the  Colonel,  after  a  few 
moments  pause.  "  If  Fetterman  runs  into  it, 
we  are  gone." 

*'  But  Fetterman  will  not  run  into  it.  He  has 
too  much  at  stake  for  that.'' 

Major  Powell's  words  were  intended  to  bo 
encouraging,  and  in  almost  any  other  crtse  they 
would  have  been  so;  but  this  time  they  did 
not  have  ar^  effect  upon  the  Colonel.  He  was 
disheartened  before  he  sent  him  off  to  face 
that  unknowm  danger,  and  now  that  he  was 
out  of  sight  and  almost  within  sight  of  it,  he 
felt  more  distress  than  ever  he  did  before. 

"Why  don't  they  signal  to  me?"  he  ex- 
claimed, when  he  had  watched  the  top  of  the 
tower  in  vain  for  a  sign  of  the  white  flag.  "  I 
want  to  know  w^hat  is  going  on  there." 

"  Probably  there  has  nothing  happened  yet," 
said  the  Major.  "If  the  Indians  are  retreat- 
mg 

The  Major  suddenly  paused,  for  at  that  mo- 
ment the  flag  came  into  viev\^  from  the  top  of 
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the  tower.  He  paused  to  read  the  signal  it 
conveyed  and  as  he  spelled  it  slowly  out  that 
there  were  large  bodies  of  Indians  who  were 
assaulting  the  re-enforcements,  the  Colonel 
jumped  to  his  feet  and  seized  the  flag  that  lay 
near  him. 

"I  think  you  said  that  Fetterman  would  not 
run  into  an  ambush,  if  there  was  one  formed 
for  him,"  said  he  angrily.    ''He  is  in  it  now." 

Then  went  up  the  signal  from  the  Fort : 
"Tell  them  not  to  leave  the  ridge,"  but  it 
was  a  signal  that  came  too  late  to  be  of  any 
use.  Colonel  Fetterman  and  all  his  men  were 
so  busy  at  that  time  charging  down  upon  the 
enemy,  that  no  one  thought  of  looking  for 
signals  in  their  rear.  But  Guy  saw  and  un- 
derstood and  did  his  best  to  turn  the  column 
to  a  place  of  safety,  but  the  waving  of  his 
flag  was  time  and  strength  wasted.  With  a 
yell,  which  Guy  had  often  helped  raise  when 
the  troops  were  drilling  on  the  parade  ground, 
and  which  the  men  now  gave  in  order  to  let 
the   Sioux  know   they  were   coming   to  save 


192  WINGED  ARROW'S  MEDICINE 

the  wagon  train,  they  charged  down  the  ridge 
and  into  the  ambush.  It  was  too  late  to  do 
anything  then,  and  Colonel  Carrington  leaned 
back  in  his  camp  chair  and  looked  at  Powell. 
l^ot  another  word  was  said  by  either  of  them, 
and  pretty  soon  there  came  another  signal 
from  the  tower :  "  Fetterman  needs  re-enforce- 
ments.'' 

*'It  will  take  the  last  hundred  men  I  have, 
and  the  Fort  with  every  one  in  it  will  be  at 
their  mercy,"  said  the  Colonel.  "You  will 
have  to  go  with  them.  Go  down  and  call  the 
men  together " 

''Colonel,  with  your  permission  I  will  pro- 
test against  sending  them  any  help,"  said  the 
Major.  "The  Colonel  may  be  retreating,  but 
he  is  retreating  toward  the  ridge  where  he 
knows  he  will  be  comparatively  safe.  I  tell 
you  that  man  can't  be  whipped." 

"  Well,  we  will  wait  and  see,"  said  the  Colo- 
nel. "  I  hope  he  has  men  enough  with  him 
to  resist  them,  but  I  am  afraid.  I  think  I 
should  have  sent  more." 
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"And  if  you  had,  you  would  certainly  have 
left  the  Fort  at  the  mercy  of  the  thievish  Sioux. 
You  have  done  the  best  you  could.  Leave  Fetter- 
man  alone.    He  is  going  to  come  out  all  right.** 

If  Major  Powell  believed  this,  he  was  cer- 
tainly doomed  to  be  disappointed.  Colonel 
Fetterman  was  whipped  almost  at  the  start, 
and  there  was  no  one  to  lend  him  a  helping 
hand.  In  response  to  the  signals  "How  goes 
the  battle?"  the  reply  was  the  same  as  it 
had  always  been,  "He  needs  re-enforcements,'* 
and  then  Colonel  Carrington  got  up  and  paced 
the  platform  in  agony.  The  help  was  repeat- 
edly called  for  and  several  times  the  Colonel 
was  on  the  point  of  exerting  his  authority  as 
post  commander  and  sending  the  re-enforce- 
ments that  Colonel  Fetterman  so  much  needed ; 
but  each  time  the  calm  voice  of  Major  Powell 
was  raised  in  protest,  and  the  commander 
thought  it  best  to  wait  a  little  longer  and  see 
how  the  fight  was  coming  out. 

"It  seems  to  me  that  Fetterman  has  been 

allowed  all  the  time  he  wanted  to  get  back 
If 
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to  the  ridge  and  hold  the  Sioux  at  bay,"  he 
often  said.     "Do  you  not  think  so,  Major?" 

It  was  almost  half  an  hoar  since  the  signal 
had  been  made  that  the  Sioux  were  attacking 
the  re-enforcements,  and  something  should 
have  been  done  in  that  time;  but  the  next 
signal  that  was  made  fairly  took  his  breath 
away:  "All  killed.  Field  covered  with  more 
than  a  thousand  Sioux." 

"Oh,  heavens  and  earth!"  groaned  Colonel 
Carrington.  "I  wish  I  had  died  before  I  had 
seen  that  signal." 

Major  Powell  turned  away  to  hide  the  tears 
that  streamed  from  his  eyes,  and  could  not 
say  a  word  in  reply.  He  had  protested  against 
the  sending  out  of  help,  and  he  would  do  it 
again  under  the  same  circumstances;  but  at 
what  cost?  Fully  a  third  of  the  men  that 
composed  the  garrison  had  been  sacrificed,  and 
surely  that  was  better  than  to  send  out  an- 
other hundred  to  share  the  same  fate.  Colo- 
nel Carrington  buried  his  face  in  his  hands, 
and  it  did  not  seem  to  him  that  he  could  ever 
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look  up  again;  while  Major  Powell,  after  sub- 
duing the  first  violence  of  his  grief,  raised  his 
eyes  to  watch  the  tower  again  and  saw  an- 
other signal  waving  to  them. 

"  The  wagon  train  is  coming,  having  beaten 
off  its  assailants,"  said  he.  ^'If  we  can  save 
that  much,  we  will  do  well." 

This  aroused  the  Colonel,  who  caught  up  the 
flag  and  signaled  to  them  not  to  attack,  but 
to  make  all  haste  into  the  Fort. 

"If  they  get  back  safe  it  will  give  me  a 
hundred  and  ten  men  to  send  out  to  that 
battlefield,"  said  he,  after  thinking  a  moment. 
"You  will  have  to  go  with  them.  Don't  leave 
the  ridge  until  you  see  that  you  are  suffi- 
ciently strong  to  hold  them  at  bay." 

"But  you  want  me  to  go  to  the  battlefield," 
said  the  Major. 

"But  don't  go  into  that  ambush  whatever 
you  do.  Steer  clear  of  that.  Bring  the  bodies 
of  all  the  men  you  can  find  with  you." 

Then  the  Colonel  relapsed  into  his  melan- 
choly   mood    again,  and    Major   Powell    knew 
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that  he  had  to  do  everything  that  was  neces- 
sary for  getting  the  relief  party  under  way, 
and  he  lost  no  time  in  doing  it  either.  While 
he  was  thus  engaged,  the  gate  flew  open  and 
the  wagon  train,  well  loaded  with  fuel,  came 
in  with  a  rush.  A  more  frightened  set  than 
the  teamsters  were  it  would  have  been  hard 
to  find,  and  even  the  old  soldiers,  who  had 
passed  through  more  than  one  Indian  fight, 
were  heard  to  draw  a  long  breath  of  relief  as 
they  came  into  line. 

"Oh,  Major,  it  was  just  awful!"  said  the 
Lieutenant,  who  was  the  first  to  salute  him. 

**Fetterman  has  gone  up,'' said  Captain  Ken- 
dall; and  there  were  traces  of  tears  on  his 
face  that  he  was  not  ashamed  of.  "I  never 
saw  so  many  Sioux  before.  Where's  the  Colo- 
nel?" 

*'Up  there  on  the  platform,"  said  the  Major. 
"Go  up  and  report  to  him.  And,  mind  you, 
don't  say  anything  to  him  that  will  make  him 
feel  worse  than  he  does  now,  for  he  is  com- 
pletely prostrated." 
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"But  I  shall  have  to  tell  him  the  truth,  or 
I  might  as  well  stay  away  from  him,"  pro- 
tested the  Captain.  ^'  It  was  nothing  that  he 
could  help,  but  we  are  just  a  hundred  men 
short." 

The  Major,  who  did  not  want  to  hear  any 
more  about  the  fight  until  he  saw  the  battle- 
field, waved  his  hand  toward  the  Colonel,  and 
the  Captain  dismounted  and  went  to  report 
the  disaster  of  which  the  post  commander 
knew  almost  as  much  as  he  did. 

"It  is  not  necessary  for  you  to  say  any- 
thing. Captain,"  said  he.  "  The  signals  from 
the  tower  have  kept  me  posted.  Are  they  all 
gone?     Is  there  not  one  left?" 

"Not  one.  Colonel,"  said  Captain  Kendall. 
"  From  where  I  stood  on  the  ridge,  I  could  not 
see  anything  but  Sioux." 

"They  were  retreating?"  said  the  Colonel. 

"Toward  the  ridge  where  they  would  be 
safe;  but  they  didn't  any  of  them  live  to  get 
there.    They  were  wiped  out  completely." 

"  You  lost  some  men,  I  suppose." 
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*'  We  lost  seven,  and  were  glad  to  get  off 
with  that.     Shall  I  break  ranks,  sir? " 

"Yes;  and  then  come  up  and  talk  to  me. 
I  feel  as  though  I  were  going  crazy.  I  have 
sent  out  some  men  to  go  to  that  battlefield. 
Do  you  think  they  can  go  there  without  an- 
other fight? " 

''  Perhaps  so,  sir.  We  killed  any  number  of 
them,  and  perhaps  they  have  got  all  they  want 
of  fighting." 

The  Captain  went  down  and  said  something 
to  his  men  before  he  broke  ranks,  and  it 
made  them  feel  a  great  deal  better  for  what 
they  had  done;  but  there  was  one  thing  that 
they  never  could  blot  from  their  minds.  There 
was  that  battlefield,  a  mile  long  and  half  a 
mile  wide,  of  which  they  had  a  plain  view  as 
they  passed  along  the  ridge,  covered  by  the 
bodies  of  men  whom  they  would  never  shake 
by  the  hand  again,  and  the  memory  of  it 
would  disturb  their  sleep  for  many  a  night 
afterward.  While  this  was  going  on  and  the 
Colonel  sat  listening  to  his  speech,  Amos  Bill- 
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ings,  the  officer  who  Guy  Preston  had  relieved 
in  command  of  the  tower,  came  up  to  the 
commander  and  saluted  him. 

'*What  is  it,  Billings?"  said  he.  "I  can't 
ask  you  to  sit  down,  for  there  is  no  place." 

"I  don't  want  to  stop,  sir,"  he  replied. 
"There  are  our  boys  alone  in  that  tower — " 

"And  you  want  to  go  out  and  inform  them 
that  they  are  not  forgotten  by  the  garrison, 
do  you  ?  Well,  go  on.  Take  a  cavalryman 
with  you  to  hold  your  horse.  TelJ  Guy  that 
I  would  have  answered  his  signal  for  re- 
enforcements,  but  Major  Powell  told  me  that 
I  ought  not  to.  Guy  did  his  duty  up  to  the 
handle." 

This  was  what  Billings  wanted  to  tell  Guy, 
while  they  were  sitting  there  on  the  steps 
that  led  to  the  top  of  the  tower. 


CHAPTEE   XIY. 
In  the  Sioux  Camp 

AT  A  late  hour  in  the  evening,  or  rather  at 
an  early  hour  in  the  morning  of  the 
day  that  preceded  the  battle  of  Fort  Phil 
Kearney,  all  was  silent  and  still  in  Red  Cloud's 
camp,  which  was  located  a  few  miles  from  the 
stockade.  The  Indians  had  kept  up  their  danc- 
ing and  shouting  until  almost  ready  to  drop 
with  fatigue,  pluming  themselves  on  victories 
won  in  bygone  days,  and  panting  for  new  scalps 
to  be  added  to  those  already  gained,  by  the  utter 
annihilation  of  the  soldiers  of  the  Fort.  At 
last  they  went  into  their  tepees  to  dream  of 
the  triumph  which  Red  Cloud  promised  them 
should  be  theirs  before  many  suns  had  passed 
away.  The  wiping  away  of  the  Fort  and  the 
utter  cleaning  out  of  all  the  power  of  the  whites, 
was  looked   upon  as  a  certain  thing  by  the 

(aoo) 
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Sioux,  and  all  they  waited  for  was  an  opportu- 
nity to  use  the  power  which  they  were  thought 
to  possess.  And  why  should  not  the  whites 
be  cleaned  out  ?  They  had  come  into  that 
country  without  an  invitation,  were  spreading 
themselves  all  through  it,  and  now  they  pro- 
posed to  build  a  road  through  their  best  hunt- 
ing ground,  which  meant  the  thinning  out  of 
the  buffalo — their  only  means  of  subsistence. 
All  they  asked  of  the  whites  was  to  go  away 
and  let  them  alone;  but  it  seemed  that  the 
more  land  the  whites  had,  the  more  they 
wanted.  No  place  was  safe  for  the  Indian.  His 
limits  were  growing  smaller  and  smaller  every 
day,  and  very  soon  he  would  find  that  he  had 
no  land  he  could  call  his  own.  Something 
must  be  done  if  they  thought  to  lay  their  bones 
among  their  fathers',  and  the  only  way  to  do  it 
was  to  declare  battle  and  go  upon  the  warpath. 
This  was  what  the  Sioux  tribe  and  some  of  the 
Cheyennes  had  proposed  to  do. 

When   Indians  are   settled   in   their  winter 
camp,  and  so  far  away  from  enemies  of  every 
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description  that  there  is  no  danger  of  being 
assaulted  by  them,  it  is  the  noisiest  place  that 
can  be  found  on  earth.  Their  days  are  passed 
in  loitering  around  the  fire,  but  the  ev^enings 
are  given  over  to  pleasure.  It  is  then  that 
the  dancers  and  story-tellers  are  in  their  ele- 
ment, and  the  noise  of  the  tom-tom  drowns 
all  other  sounds,  except  the  whooping  and 
yelling.  It  had  been  so  in  this  camp  until 
the  day  that  the  renegade  chiefs,  as  Red 
Cloud  called  them,  had  signed  a  lease  for  that 
road ;  but  the  moment  that  happened,  the 
winter  camp  had  been  changed  into  a  war 
camp,  and  all  the  men  in  it  were  bent  upon 
obtaining  scalps  and  plunder.  Then  the  social 
dancers  and  story-tellers  were  out  of  place, 
and  no  performance  of  any  kind  was  indulged 
in  except  the  scalp  dance.  The  scalps  were 
old,  they  had  done  duty  over  and  over  again, 
but  that  did  not  hinder  them  from  being 
brought  out  whenever  a  warrior  deemed  it 
necessary.  It  happened  so  on  this  night,  and 
the    braves,   having    grown   weary   of    telling 
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what  they  meant  to  do  when  the  soldiers 
came  out  to  fight  them,  had  passed  into  their 
lodges  and  gone  to  sleep. 

The  only  two  who  did  not  care  for  slumber 
were  a  couple  of  youthful  braves  who  sat  on 
the  ground  outside  of  a  tepee,  talking  over 
events  v/hich  might  occur  at  any  moment; 
and  what  seemed  strange,  these  Indians  talked 
in  whispers  and  in  the  English  language  and 
seemed  to  understand  one  another  very  read- 
ily. They  had  been  so  long  unused  to  the 
Sioux  language  that  they  conversed  in  a  for- 
eign tongue  as  eagerly  as  white  boys.  It  will 
be  enough  to  say  that  one  of  them  was  Winged 
Arrow,  and  the  other  was  a  classmate  of  his, 
who  had  been  to  Carlisle  with  him.  It  was 
plain  that,  although  they  were  Indians  born 
and  bred,  they  did  not  at  all  like  the  way 
that  things  vv^ere  going.  Obeying  their  fathers, 
they  promptly  left  school  and  came  home  to 
join  in  the  Indian  outbreak,  which  they  were 
assured  was  to  be  the  final  struggle  to  retain 
their    lands   and    game   as   their    fathers   be- 
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queathed  it  to  them  ;  and  now  that  they  were 
here  to  help  ''clean  out"  the  whites  and  re- 
store everything  to  the  Indians  as  it  was  years 
ago,  the  only  thing  they  saw  toward  accom- 
plishing that  object  was  the  destruction  of  a 
little  Fort,  garrisoned  by  three  hundred  men, 
which  alone  stood  in  their  way.  Of  course  it 
was  easy  enough  to  capture  the  Fort,  but  what 
should  be  the  next  move  on  their  part?  In- 
dians don't  like  to  be  killed  any  better  than 
white  men,  and  that  something  would  happen 
before  that  Fort  was  taken  was  easy  enough 
to  be  seen. 

It  will  be  observed  too,  that  in  their  brief 
conversation  which  took  place  before  they 
went  to  their  tepees,  the  Indians  did  not  ad- 
dress each  other  by  the  names  that  the  tribes 
had  given  them.  One  was  John  Turner  and 
the  other  was  Reuben  Robinson  —  the  names 
by  which  they  had  been  known  at  Carlisle. 
One  was  named  after  the  janitor,  as  we  have 
said,  and  the  other  was  called  after  the  gar- 
dener, a  white  man  who  thought  the  Indians 
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were  just  about  perfect.  The  boys  called 
each  other  Jack  and  Rube,  and  to  have  heard 
them  talk,  any  one  who  could  not  see  them 
would  have  thought  they  were  white  boys 
sure  enough. 

"  Say,  Rube,  you  know  that  this  thing  don't 
look  right  to  me,"  said  John  Turner  (Winged 
Arrow),  who  sat  with  his  elbows  resting  ou 
his  knees  and  his  eyes  fastened  on  the  ground. 
"Here  we  have  come  all  these  miles  to  help 
the  Indians  in  a  hopeless  war.  I  don't  care  a 
cent  whether  I  come  out  of  it  or  not." 

"That  is  just  the  way  I  think,  Jack,"  re- 
plied Rube.  "  We  have  lived  among  the  white 
people  for  almost  eight  years,  and  yet  we 
must  turn  around  and  kill  them.  1  tell  yon 
I  shall  think  of  the  old  gardener  every  time 
I  pull  on  them.  That  Lieutenant  of  yours  is 
all  right,  because  you  gave  him  that  letter. 
I  wish  I  could  find  somebody  to  assist  in  the 
same  way." 

"  1  had  to  take  my  chances.  I  was  roaming 
around  just  to   aee   what   the  Boldiers  were 
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doing,  and  I  ran  onto  this  fellow  when  I  least 
expected  it.  He  is  a  brave  boy  too,  and  I 
hope  he  will  stay  in  the  Fort." 

So  it  seemed  that  Reuben  had  some  "  medi- 
cine" which  he  wanted  to  give  to  a  soldier, 
tinder  the  impression  that  it  would  save  the 
soldier's  life  should  he  chance  to  be  wounded 
and  fall  into  the  hands  of  the  Sioux.  The 
boys  had  made  this  up  between  them  while 
they  were  on  the  cars  coming  to  their  home. 
Each  one  had  the  letter  their  fathers  had 
sent  them,  and  they  resolved  that  those  let- 
ters should  be  their  "medicine"  —  that  if 
either  of  them  were  found  upon  a  dead  soldier 
tie  would  be  safe  from  mutilation;  and  if  upon 
n  wounded  man,  he  should  be  taken  and 
treated  in  their  rude  way  until  he  was  well, 
and  then  be  released  and  free  to  return  to 
his  friends.  It  was  as  little  as  they  could  do 
to  pay  the  white  men  for  all  the  kindness  they 
had  received  at  their  hands  while  attending 
school.  This  was  proposed  to  John  Turner's 
father,  then  a  prominent  Medicine  Man  in  the 
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tribe,    and    after   some   hesitation    he    agreed 
to  it. 

"You  are  bound  to  whip  the  whites  any 
way,"  said  John,  in  arguing  the  case  with 
him. 

"Oh,  yes,  w^e  are  bound  to  whip  them,"  said 
the  Medicine  Man. 

"Well,  then,  what  difference  will  it  make 
by  saving  one  or  two  lives?  Let  the  letters 
save  two  lives,  one  a  civilian  and  the  other  a 
soldier,  and  when  that  is  done  we  will  turn 
upon  the  whites  and  stay  by  you  as  long  as 
one  of  them  is  left  alive." 

The  Medicine  Man  finally  agreed  to  this  and 
it  was  so  published  in  the  village;  and  al- 
though some  of  the  warriors  looked  daggers 
at  them  and  said  that  any  white  man  who 
fell  into  their  hands  should  be  punished  to 
the  full  extent  of  Indian  law,  we  have  seen 
that  Winged  Arrow's  letter  once  served  its 
purpose. 

"  Those  people  must  have  wood  pretty  soon 
or  they  will  freeze  and  starve  to  death,"  said 
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Reuben.     *'Are  you  going  out  when  the  tim*» 
comes?'' 

"I  must.  I  must  make  the  Indians  believe 
that  I  am  with  them  heart  and  soul.  But 
there  is  one  thing  about  it,  Rube:  I  shall 
think  that  every  soldier  has  some  medicine 
about  him,  and  not  any  of  them  will  fall  by 
my  bullets." 

*'That  is  the  way  I  shall  do  also.  I  really 
wish  that  this  matter  could  be  settled  with- 
out a  war.  But  every  time  we  get  a  reser- 
vation fixed  out  to  suit  us,  you  will  see  some 
white  man  that  wants  some  of  it.  Why  can't 
they  go  away  and  let  us  alone?" 

*'That  is  not  the  white  man's  way  of  doing 
business.  He  wants  to  raise  cattle,  or  he 
wants  to  dig  for  gold,  or  he  wants  some  place 
to  put  his  family,  and  the  first  thing  we  know 
he  has  the  whole  country.  If  Red  Cloud 
should  fail  in  his  movement,  and  it  looks  to 
me  now  as  though  he  were  going  to,  it  will 
be  all  up  with  us.  You  and  I  belong  to  a 
doomed   race.     The    Indian   will   not   survive 
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the  buffalo,  and  when  he  goes  it  is  good-by 
to  us.'' 

"  I  am  afraid  that  is  so,"  said  Reuben,  get- 
ting  upon  his  feet,  "and  I  cannot  find  it  in 
my  heart  to  fight  those  white  people  either. 
All  we  have  we  owe  to  them.  I  remember 
what  hard  work  I  had  to  write  a  composition 
in  English.     Do  you  remember  it?" 

"  I  believe  I  do,  and  with  what  labor  I  tried 
to  put  my  words  in  English,  so  that  some  one 
would  not  laugh  at  me.  I  shall  always  re- 
member John  Turner  for  that.  He  stood  by 
me  and  helped  me  whenever  I  failed,  and  that 
is  one  thing  that  makes  mo  as  good  an  Eng- 
lish scholar  as  I  am  to-day." 

Reuben  had  evidently  no  more  to  say  on 
the  subject.  Following  an  Indian's  way,  he 
turned  and  left  John  without  uttering  another 
word  and  went  into  his  tepee,  while  John  sat 
there  on  the  ground  occupied  with  his  own 
thoughts.  The  hours  flew  by  and  yet  he  sat 
there  without  moving,  and  when  at  last  the 
streaks  of  dawn  appeared  in  the  East  he  saw 

14 
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three  Indians  silently  leave  their  lodges  and 
take  their  way  out  over  the  prairie.  These 
were  the  lookouts  who  had  been  appointed 
the  night  before  to  go  and  watch  the  soldiers 
and  see  that  none  of  them  left  the  Fort.  On 
the  summit  of  the  nearest  swell  one  of  them 
sat  down,  drew^  his  blanket  over  his  head  and 
the  other  two  kept  on  out  of  sight. 

^'  Those  poor  fellows  do  not  know  that  every 
move  they  make  is  known  here  in  camp," 
said  Winged  Arrow,  slowly  rising  to  an  up- 
right position.  "As  long  as  they  stay  there 
inside  their  stockade,  they  are  all  right ;  but 
the  moment  they  organize  a  train  to  come 
out  and  get  wood,  that  will  be  the  last  of 
some  of  them." 

Winged  Arrow,  as  we  shall  continue  to  call 
him,  did  not  forget  one  practice  he  had  learned 
among  the  whites,  and  that  was  to  wash  his 
hands  and  face.  He  always  felt  better  for 
that,  and  he  could  not  imagine  why  the  In- 
dians neglected  it.  This  done,  a  pocket  comb 
which  he   drew  from  some  receptacle   about 
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him  was  brought  into  play,  and  before  the 
Medicine  Man  appeared  at  his  door,  Winged 
Arrow  was  ready  for  anything  that  was  to  be 
done. 

One  who  had  seen  the  Medicine  Man  as  he 
appeared  before  Winged  Arrow  at  that  mo- 
ment would  have  wondered  at  his  claiming 
that  man  for  his  father.  Winged  Arrow  was 
an  ideal  Indian.  His  frank  and  open  face,  al- 
ways destitute  of  paint,  was  one  which  could 
not  be  seen  without  a  desire  to  take  two  looks 
at  it,  and  he  was  tall  and  as  athletic  as  if  he 
had  been  to  a  training  school  all  his  life ;  but 
the  man  who  opened  the  door  of  his  tepee 
and  stepped  out  was  exactly  his  reverse  in 
these  respects.  He  was  tall,  as  the  majority 
of  Indians  were,  but  he  was  bent  almost  half 
over,  as  if  he  were  suffering  from  that  Indian 
complaint,  rheumatism,  and  his  face,  that  had 
been  daubed  with  paint  the  night  before,  was 
fearful  to  look  upon.  But  for  all  that,  ho 
seemed  to  think  a  good  deal  of  Winged  Ar- 
row, and   his   commands   went  far  and  were 
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studioHsly  obeyed  by  all  the  members  of  the 
tribe.  Giving  Winged  Arrow  his  letter  as 
medicine  was  proof  of  his  popularity  with  the 
tribe.  A  grunt  by  way  of  greeting  was  all 
that  passed  between  them.  The  Medicine 
Man  kept  on  his  way,  and  Winged  Arrow 
went  into  the  tepee  to  get  his  breakfast. 

The  Indians  are  very  different  from  white 
men  in  regard  to  their  meals,  each  one  break- 
ing his  fast  whenever  he  feels  the  craving  of 
his  appetite.  A  pot,  generally  tilled  with  meat 
and  water,  is  placed  on  one  side  of  the  tepee, 
accompanied,  if  the  man  of  the  house  be  tol- 
erably well  off  in  the  world,  by  a  package  of 
parfleche,  which  contains  the  Indian  bread. 
If  the  bread  is  not  there,  the  meat  will  do  as 
well.  A  pile  of  ashes  in  the  middle  of  the 
lodge  tells  where  the  meat  is  put  to  boil,  and 
whenever  an  Indian  is  hungry  he  rakes  to- 
gether the  buffalo  chips,  starts  a  blaze  and 
puts  on  the  pot;  and  when  he  gets  too  hun- 
gry to  stand  it  any  longer,  he  attacks  the 
meat  and  eats  until  he  is  satisfied.     Winged 
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Arrow  had  all  this  to  do  himself,  for  it  was 
too  early  for  the  women  to  be  astir.  As  he 
sat  waiting  for  his  breakfast  to  be  cooked,  his 
thoughts  wands/ei  awa}  to  tx.e  school  at  Car- 
lisle, and  he  wondered  how  mar^^  teachers 
there  would  have  been  willing  to  Join  him  in 
his  repast. 

*' There  is  not  one,"  soliloquized  the  young 
savage.  *' Every  one  of  them  w^ould  turn  up 
his  nose  at  such  a  breakfast  as  this.  And  yet 
I  am  here  to  fight  just  for  keeping  my  people 
in  this  position.  Oh,  why  did  not  the  whites 
stay  in  their  own  country?" 

The  smoke  of  the  fire  began  to  penetrate 
the  tepee,  until  it  was  so  thick  as  to  be  un- 
bearable to  any  but  an  Indian.  Winged  Ar- 
row waited  until  the  meat  was  done  and  then, 
drawing  his  knife,  proceeded  to  make  as  good 
a  breakfast  as  he  could  out  of  boiled  beef. 


CHAPTER  XV. 

YVHAT    ¥/lNGED   ArROW    SaW 

WINGED  Arrow  had  not  been  at  his  break- 
fast long  before  he  was  startled  by  a 
noise  and  confusion  in  the  camp  outside.  Any 
little  bustle  is  enough  to  excite  a  feeling  of 
alarm  in  an  Indian,  and  coming  as  it  did  upon 
the  quiet  that  reigned  among  the  lodges, 
Winged  Arrow  was  on  his  feet  and  out  of  his 
tepee  in  an  instant.  He  turned  toward  the 
man  on  the  highest  point  of  the  swell  who 
had  sat  there  with  his  blanket  around  him, 
and  saw  that  he  was  on  his  feet  and  waving 
that  blanket  furiously  aloft  to  attract  the  at- 
tention of  the  people  in  the  village.  He  was 
repeating  the  signals  that  the  other  Indians 
had  made  to  him  —  that  there  was  something 
going  on  in  the  Fort.    There  could  be  but  one 

explanation  of  his  signals:   The  soldiers  were 
(214) 
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starting  a  wagon  train  and  were  coming  out 
to  get  wood.  As  he  was  about  to  turn  into 
his  tepee  again,  he  met  Reuben   hurrying  up 

''Do  you  see  that?"  said  he. 

"Yes,  I  see  it,"  replied  Winged  xirrow.  "Kow 
remember  that  every  soldier  in  that  squad  has 
some  medicine  with  him  that  our  bullets  can- 
not penetrate.  When  you  come  back,  you 
don't  want  to  say  to  yourself :  '  There  is  one 
fellow  that  I  have  wiped  out.' " 

The  boys  went  into  their  tepee  only  to  re- 
appear again  almost  immediately.  A  spectator 
would  have  had  to  look  more  than  once  be- 
fore recognizing  them.  They  were  stripped 
from  the  waist  up,  had  bonnets  on  their 
heads,  and  nothing  in  their  hands  but  their 
rifles.  Neither  of  them  carried  a  knife,  for 
they  did  not  believe  in  mutilating  bodies  that 
fell  into  their  hands.  Each  carried  a  belt 
of  cartridges  which  was  slung  around  his 
waist,  y^hile  they  were  going  to  get  their 
horses,  they  heard  a  y^^hoop  at  the  lower  end 
of    the    village,   and    the    next    moment   Red. 


2i6  WINGED  ARROW'S  MEDICINE 

Cloud  dashed  by,  mounted  on  a  snow-white 
pony,  stripped  to  the  waist,  as  all  his  men 
were,  and  hideously  painted,  ''making  the  pic- 
ture the  very  incarnation  of  exultant  war." 

*'  Come,  come,"  he  cried  in  his  native  tongue, 
"Come  to  the  ambush  and  then  to  victory." 

Red  Cloud  was  right  in  his  element  now. 
He  was  war  all  over.  He  slung  his  rifle,  his 
only  weapon,  around  his  head  with  frantic 
gestures  and  yelled  so  loudly  that  he  drowned 
every  other  shout  that  was  sent  up  by  his 
triumphant  warriors ;  for  the  Sioux  looked 
upon  their  victory  as  certain.  He  was  a  man 
who  would  have  been  picked  out  of  all  that 
throng  as  a  leader.  He  was  not  an  hereditary 
chieftain,  as  we  have  explained,  but  his  chance 
had  come  for  raising  the  war  cry  over  those 
chiefs  who  had  signed  the  lease  for  that  road. 
It  just  suited  the  turbulent  element  of  his 
tribe,  and  those  who  did  not  believe  in  his 
way  could  just  step  aside  and  leave  them  the 
glory.  But  that  did  not  suit  the  old  chiefs 
who  were  anxious  to  retain  their  authority, 
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and  they  soon  found  that  they  must  acknowl- 
edge Red  Cloud  as  their  master,  or  be  left 
alone  with  nobody  to  obey  their  orders.  And 
thus  it  happened  that  some  chiefs,  some  even 
who  were  friendly  to  the  whites,  joined  his 
standard  and  were  as  fierce  for  battle  as  Red 
Cloud. 

It  did  not  take  Red  Cloud's  yells  long  to 
raise  the  fighting  men  of  his  tribe,  and  when 
he  saw  so  many  men  at  his  disposal,  he  turned 
and  led  the  way  across  the  open  prairie  toward 
the  Fort.  There  were  a  thousand  of  them  all 
armed  to  the  teeth.  All  were  silent  and  not 
a  shout  was  uttered,  however  much  they  might 
have  felt  inclined  to  let  the  soldiers  know 
that  they  were  coming.  Some  were  engaged 
in  tying  feathers  and  ribbons  in  their  horses' 
manes  and  tails;  others  put  on  their  bonnets; 
and  still  others  were  busy  in  anointing  them- 
selves with  oil  and  grease  to  make  them  more 
agile  in  their  movements.  The  women  gath- 
ered upon  the  outskirts  of  the  village  and 
sent  up  wails    over   the   prospective   death  of 
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husbands  and  lovers,  who  were  going  forth  to 
battle. 

On  reaching  the  ravine  out  of  sight  of  the 
Fort,  the  very  place  where  Colonel  Carrington 
was  afraid  that  an  ambush  might  be  formed 
for  his  troops,  the  most  of  the  warriors 
rushed  into  it,  while  the  others  were  sent  off 
to  annoy  the  cutters  who  were  by  this  time 
at  work  upon  the  wood  pile.  The  rest  stayed 
in  the  ravine,  out  of  sight,  to  be  ready  to  as- 
sault the  re-enforcements  when  they  came  up. 
This  was  the  time  when  Guy  Preston  sent  his 
first  signal  to  the  Fort  and  it  resulted  in  Colo- 
nel Fetterman  and  his  hundred  men  coming 
out  to  help  the  wood  cutters.  We  may  say 
before  we  go  further,  that  Colonel  Carrington 
did  not  believe  that  there  was  so  large  a  vil- 
lage as  his  scouts  had  reported  to  him.  Red 
Cloud  had  been  so  sly  about  his  movements, 
making  his  attacks  v\^ith  smaller  bodies  of  men 
on  purpose  to  draw  the  soldiers  out,  and  the 
Colonel  thought  that  v/ith  a  hundred  men,  all 
experienced  Indian  fighters,  he  would  be  able 
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to  hold  his  own  with  them;  and  that  was  just 
where  he  made  his  mistake. 

When  the  braves  drew  up  in  the  ravine, 
Winged  Arrov/  and  Reuben  were  with  them. 
They  clutched  their  rifles  with  a  firm  hold,  as 
if  they  were  impatient  to  be  in  action,  and  all 
the  while  Winged  Arrow  w^as  wondering  if 
that  fellow  to  whom  he  gave  his  letter  w^ere 
there  as  an  escort  to  the  wood  cutters,  or  had 
he  taken  the  young  savage's  advice  and  re- 
mained in  the  Fort. 

Red  Cloud's  orders  to  the  v/arriors  who  went 
to  attack  the  wood  cutters  were  not  to  make 
a  good  fight,  but  to  hang  around  and  worry 
the  cutters  so  that  they  could  not  do  their 
work.  Winged  Arrow  heard  them  yelling  as 
they  galloped  up  and  down  in  obedience  to 
these  orders,  and  he  knew,  too,  w^hen  the 
troops  charged  them,  and  w^hen  they  were  re- 
treating. It  kept  on  in  this  way  for  half  an 
hour;  then  the  Indian  who  had  been  sent  to 
maintain  a  close  watch  on  the  Fort  and  tell 
them  when    to  look    for   the    re-enforcements, 
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came  down  the  hill  in  great  haste,  swinging 
his  blanket  around  his  head  as  he  came.  The 
re-enforcements  had  come,  a  whole  cloud  of 
them  were  flocking  out  of  the  Fort,  and  soon 
they  would  be  close  onto  them.  Now  all  was 
excitement  in  the  ravine,  and  the  braves  leaned 
forward  and  grasped  their  weapons,  but  not  a 
yell  was  uttered.  Colonel  Fetterman  and  his 
troops  came  on;  the  savages  heard  their 
charging  shout,  and  the  body  of  warriors  who 
for  the  last  half  hour  had  kept  up  a  bogus 
attack  on  the  wood  cutters,  evidently  surprised 
at  so  large  a  force  coming  out,  retreated  into 
the  ambuscade.  That  was  what  the  Sioux 
were  waiting  for. 

"Come  to  victory!"   shouted  Red  Cloud. 

What  happened  next  Winged  Arrow  could 
not  have  told;  it  was  the  first  fight  he  had 
ever  been  in,  and  it  was  his  resolve  that  he 
would  never  be  in  another.  The  Sioux  divided 
right  and  left  as  they  went  out;  he  heard  the 
rattle  of  firearms  and  saw  the  smoke  fill  the 
air,  and  all  the  while  he  was   circling  around 
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close  at  the  heels  of  a  big  warrior  who  was 
shouting  as  if  he  were  going  wild,  and  his  rifle 
spoke  as  often  as  he  could  push  in  the  car- 
tridges. He  did  not  know  where  the  bullets 
went  and  he  did  not  care.  He  aimed  high, 
and  was  certain  that  he  did  not  hit  anybody. 
At  the  end  of  half  an  hour  it  was  all  over- 
A  succession  of  whoops  and  yells  from  one 
section  of  the  battlefield  told  him  that  the 
fighting  was  done,  and  he  drew  rein  upon  his 
wearied  horse  and  waited  until  the  smoke  had 
cleared  away,  so  he  could  see  what  the  warri- 
ors had  done.  Of  the  men  who  came  out  with 
Colonel  Fetterman,  not  one  remained.  The 
field,  as  far  as  he  could  see  it  from  the  smoke 
that  settled  over  it,  was  covered  with  men  in 
blue  uniforms  and  horses  which  were  killed 
while  doing  their  utmost  to  take  their  riders 
to  a  place  of  safety.  Winged  Arrow  took  no 
part  in  searching  for  plunder  which  com- 
menced immediately.  He  rode  over  the  field, 
taking  care  that  his  horse  did  not  step  upon 
any  of    the   dead  men,    looking   in    vain   for 


2  22  WINGED   ARROW'S  MEDICINE 

Guy  Preston,  for  of  course  he  did  not  know 
that  Guy,  securely  sheltered  by  the  picket 
tower,  had  seen  almost  as  much  of  the  fight 
as  he  had  himself. 

At  last  the  wood  cutters  train  came  up  the 
hill  bound  for  the  Fort.  Red  Cloud  was  en- 
tirely satisfied  with  what  he  had  done,  or  the 
braves  did  not  want  to  face  the  leaden  bullets 
in  the  soldiers'  rifles,  for  they  did  not  make 
any  serious  attempt  to  capture  the  wagons. 
He  lost  a  few  men  in  charges  he  made  upon 
it,  and  then  allowed  it  to  go  on  in  peace. 
Winged  Arrow  saw  before  he  had  surveyed 
the  whole  battlefield  that  the  Sioux  had  not 
escaped  unharmed.  Although  the  braves  moved 
at  a  headlong  gallop,  trusting  to  their  speed 
to  escape  any  balls  that  might  be  sent  after 
them,  some  of  them  went  into  that  fight  for 
the  last  time.  Here  and  there,  scattered  about 
among  the  blue  coats,  was  a  Sioux  warrior,  with 
all  his  w^ar  paint  yet  upon  him,  whose  medi- 
cine had  not  been  strong  enough  to  keep  o2 
some  soldier's  bullets,  and  he  was  taken  up  and 


WHAT  WINGED  ARROW  SAW  223 

carried  to  the  village,  in  order  to  save  the  scalp 
upon  his  head.  If  that  were  removed,  his  rel- 
atives would  not  go  to  the  trouble  of  burying 
him. 

"Do  you  find  that  fellow  here? "  asked  Reuben, 
riding  up  at  this  moment. 

"No;  he  is  in  the  Fort ;"  said  Winged  Arrow, 
"I  think  that  letter  did  him  some  good.'^ 

The  two  friends  stayed  by  each  other  while 
the  plundering  was  going  on,  and  their  hearts 
grew  sick  when  they  saw  the  mutilations 
which  some  of  the  warriors  practiced  upon  the 
dead  bodies  of  the  soldiers.  At  length  the 
lookout  (for  the  Indians  always  have  them 
when  they  are  engaged  in  a  massacre),  told 
them  that  still  another  squad  of  re-enforcements 
was  leaving  the  Fort,  a  large  squad  it  was  too, 
fully  equal  to  the  one  they  had  whipped,  and 
in  an  instant  all  was  confusion  again.  The 
Indians  were  getting  ready  to  retreat,  and  as 
soon  as  Major  Powell's  troops  appeared  above 
the  sum.mit  of  the  swell  upon  v/hich  stood  the 
picket  tower,  they  took  a  few  shots  at  him  by 
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way  of  farewell,  and  speedily  went  out  of  sight. 
Not  a  single  prisoner  had  been  taken  by  the 
Indians.  To  quote  from  one  of  the  chiefs,  who 
afterward  told  the  story  to  one  of  our  soldiers, 
*^  the  Sioux  were  too  mad."  They  killed  every 
one  they  came  to,  hoping  that  the  whites  would 
get  weary  of  trying  to  open  the  road  and  that 
they  would  abandon  the  Fort  in  disgnst. 

And  this  was  the  way  that  John  Turner  and 
Beuben  Robinson  behaved  in  every  fight  in 
which  they  were  engaged.  They  always  made 
two  of  the  attacking  party,  and  whooped  and 
yelled  as  loud  as  anybody,  and  always  took  their 
chances  of  death  with  the  others;  but  every 
bullet  they  fired  went  wild,  and  they  never 
bad  to  say  when  they  returned  to  camp,  "  There 
was  one  fellow  that  I  wiped  out.'^  They  could 
not  forget  the  kindness  and  favors  they  had 
experienced  at  the  hands  of  the  whites. 

While  the  troops  under  Major  Powell  had 
passed  the  picket  tower  and  were  hesitating 
whether  or  not  to  go  down  to  the  battlefield 
and  run  the  risk  of  bringing  off  the  dead,  Gruy 
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and  Amos  were  seated  on  the  steps,  while  the 
latter's  arm  was  thrown  around  him  protect- 
ingly,  and  Amos  was  relating  the  story  of  the 
massacre. 

*'  You  have  seen  more  of  it  than  I  did,  for 
you  were  up  here  where  you  had  a  good  view," 
said  Amos.  "But  the  Colonel  thought  I  had 
better  come  and  tell  you  that  the  Fort  was 
keeping  watch  over  you." 

"  I  am  grateful  to  know  that,"  said  Guy  be- 
tween his  sobs.     "  I  did  the  best  I  could." 

*'0f  course  you  did,  and  the  Colonel  appre- 
ciates it ;  but  the  only  thing  you  are  sorry 
for  is  that  you  asked  for  help  when  nobody 
told  you  to.  Don't  let  that  worry  you.  The 
Colonel  will  not  say  a  word  to  you  about  it." 

"If  you  please,  sir,"  said  the  soldier,  who 
had  been  left  on  the  top  of  the  tower  to 
watch  Major  Powell's  movements,  "  The  Major 
has  left  the  ridge." 

Guy  and  Amos  jumped  to  their  feet  and 
went  up  to  the  top,  and  a  signal  to  that  ef- 
fect was  at  once  sent  to  the  Fort.  No  answer 
15 
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came  m  response  to  it,  and  the  young  oflQcers 
became  aware  that  it  was  all  right.  For  two 
hours  they  turned  their  glasses  first  toward 
the  swells  to  see  that  the  Sioux  did  not  come 
back  to  assault  them,  and  then  toward  the 
soldiers  who  were  tenderly  gathering  up  the 
dead,  but  nothing  occurred  that  was  worthy  of 
note.  All  the  soldiers  obtained  were  a  hun- 
dred dead  bodies,  but  not  a  single  thing  in  the 
way  of  arms  or  ammunition.  Everything  had 
gone  with  the  retreating  Sioux.  They  came 
along  on  their  way  to  the  Fort  after  a  while, 
and  seeing  that  Guy  was  watching  them  with 
interest.  Major  Pow-ell  sent  an  officer  to  com- 
municate with  him. 

"All  are  gone,"  said  he,  returning  Guy's  sa- 
lute.    "Did  you  see  it?" 

"I  saw  some  of  it,"  said  Guy  with  a  shud- 
der. "I  don't  want  to  speak  of  it.  I  suppose 
I  am  the  only  officer  left  in  our  Company." 

"It  looks  that  way  to  me.  You  don't  want 
to  go  to  sleep  at  all  to-night,  for  the  Sioux 
may  be  down  on  you." 
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When  the  officer  moved  away,  Amos  decided 
that  he  would  go  back  to  the  Fort  also,  and 
thus  Guy  was  left  alone  with  his  three  soldiers 
for  company.  He  sat  dcwn  on  his  block  with 
his  head  restingr  on  his  hands,  and  in  that 
way  he  remamea  almost  all  night. 


r)FAPTER  XVl, 
After  the  Massacre 

THE  night  that  followed  the  massacre  was 
passed  by  those  who  took  part  in  it  in 
a  very  different  manner.  The  dead  had  all 
been  brought  in  and  were  laid  out  in  three 
several  rooms  until  the  time  of  their  burial, 
covered  by  all  the  flags  that  the  Fort  could 
raise,  and  sentries  were  keeping  guard  over 
them.  Colonel  Carrington  had  been  in  once 
to  see  them,  but  the  sight  was  almost  too 
much  for  him.  He  left  hastily  bathed  in 
tears,  and  everybody  who  had  business  with 
him  that  night  took  note  of  the  fact  that  he 
was  a  very  different  man  from  what  he  had 
seemed  to  be  before  he  ordered  out  the  re- 
enforcements.  He  continually  said  to  Major 
Powell,   who    stayed    with    him    almost    all 

night :  — 
(228) 
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*'I  don't  care  one  cent  what  the  authorities 
say  to  me.  If  some  of  them  had  been  here, 
they  would  have  done  just  the  same  as  I  did. 
But  sending  out  all  these  men  who  have  obeyed 
my  every  order  for  so  long  a  time  is  what 
grieves  me.  I  wish  I  had  been  out  there  with 
them." 

In  the  Sioux  camp  there  was  a  big  pow- 
vvow  held  by  those  who  had  been  in  the  mas- 
jacre,  if  we  except  Winged  Arrow  -and  his 
friend.  They  sat  a  little  apart  from  the  others 
and  watched  the  scalp  dance,  but  took  no 
part  in  it.  Their  feelings  went  out  to  the 
mourners  who  were  gathered  in  their  lodges 
and  were  sending  up  loud  wails  of  grief  over 
the  sons  and  brothers  whose  medicine  had  not 
been  strong  enough  to  protect  them  from  the 
bullets  of  the  doomed  soldiers.  Winged  Ar- 
row and  Reuben  said  not  a  word  to  each 
other,  and  when  they  grew  tired  of  watching 
the  scalp  dance,  they  went  to  bed;  but  slum- 
ber was  something  that  would  not  come  at 
call.      All    night    long  the  yells  and  whoops 
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of  the  triumphant  Indians  rang  in  their  ears, 
but  they  were  not  thinking  of  them. 

"All  this  amounts  to  nothing,"  was  what 
Y/inged  Arrow  kept  saying  to  himself.  *'  They 
are  making  a  big  noise  over  the  death  of  one 
hundred  soldiers,  but  they  do  not  take  into 
consideration  the  thirty-six  millions  that  are 
to  come  after  them.  Where  they  kill  one 
now,  ten  will  spring  up  to  take  their  place. 
As  soon  as  this  gets  to  Washington,  the  en- 
emy will  send  re-enforcements  here  that  the 
Sioux  never  dreamed  of.  We  are  doomed;  I 
can  see  that  plainly  enough.' ' 

To  go  back  to  the  Fort  again  —  there  was 
Cyrus,  the  scout,  lying  on  his  bunk,  sadly 
shaken  up  by  this  day's  work.  He  glanced  at 
the  empty  cracker  boxes  on  v/hich  Tony  and 
Mike  had  sat  the  evening  before.  They  were 
laid  out  with  the  others,  and  to-morrow  would 
see  them  covered  by  the  earth  over  which 
they  had  often  trod  full  of  health  and  strength. 
How  long  would  it  be  before  such  would  be 
his  fate?     But  Cyrus  did  not  stop  to  think  of 
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that.  His  companions  had  fallen  by  the  Sioux, 
and  there  was  nothing  for  him  to  do  but  to 
avenge  them.  From  that  day  Cyrus  resolvea 
that  no  Sioux  should  cross  his  trail  and  live 
to  tell  of  it.  No  matter  what  treaties  the 
government  entered  into  with  them,  there 
would  be  always  one  who  did  not  sign  it. 

*' Cyrus,  the  Colonel  wants  to  see  you,"  said 
an  Orderly,  breaking  in  on  his  meditations. 

"  That's  me,"  said  Cyrus,  getting  up  and  put- 
ting on  his  moccasins,  which  he  had  thrown 
off  on  lying  down.  "  If  anybody  asks  you  to- 
morrow where  Cyrus  is,  tell  him  that  you 
don't  know.  I  will  either  get  those  dispatches 
through,  or  I  will  be  in  the  same  boat  with 
Tony  and  Mike." 

"  Are  you  going  to  try  them  again  ? "  asked 
the  Orderly. 

"Yes,  sir.  And  I  am  going  through  with 
them.    Do  you  understand?" 

Cyrus  followed  the  Orderly,  who  led  the  way 
to  the  Colonel's  quarters  and  found  him  in 
his  shirt  sleeves  pacing  up  and  down  his  nar- 
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row  room.  He  could  not  be  easy  unless  he 
was  in  motion,  and  even  then  he  would  stop 
occasionally,  take  his  hands  from  his  pockets 
and  rumple  up  his  hair  as  though  he  did  not 
know  what  he  was  doing  with  himself.  Major 
Powell  was  there,  seated  on  a  camp  chair,  with 
his  head  resting  on  his  hands.  The  Ma.jor 
could  not  get  over  the  massacre.  Every  time 
he  tried  to  talk  about  it,  he  was  obliged  to 
stop,  for  his  sobs  broke  his  utterance. 

*'  Sit  down,  Cyrus,"  said  the  Colonel  in  a 
husky  voice.  "Are  you  all  ready  to  start 
now?" 

"As  ready  as  I  ever  shall  be,  Kurn,"  replied 
Cyrus.     "  But  I  don't  want  to  sit  down." 

"  Then  there  are  your  dispatches.  I  don't 
need  to  tell  you " 

"  You  don't  need  to  tell  me  anything,  Kurn. 
I  know  just  what  you  want  to  say.  Those 
dispatches  shall  go  through,  or  you  will  never 
see  Cyrus  again.  Tony  and  Mike  are  killed, 
and  I  don't  see  that  there  is  anything  left  for 
me." 
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"  Be  careful  that  you  don't  get  yourself  into 
trouble,  while  yoa  are  avenging  them,"  said 
the  Major,  lifting  his  head  for  a  moment 
from  his  hands.  "  We  cannot  afford  to  spare 
you." 

^'I  shall  take  good  care  of  myself,  Major. 
Whenever  you  hear  that  I  am  gone,  you  may 
know  that  two  Indians  have  gone  with  me." 

Cyrus  took  the  papers  that  the  Colonel 
handed  him  and  proceeded  to  look  them  over. 
The  first  one  he  came  to  was  Winged  Arrow's 
letter.  This  one  he  laid  on  the  table.  The 
next  one  was  the  "bogus  dispatch,"  and  this 
one  he  placed  by  the  side  of  the  first.  The 
third  was  the  dispatch  which  the  Colonel  was 
so  anxious  to  have  go  through,  and  that  he 
put  into  his  pocket. 

"Cyrus,  you  mean  to  see  the  commanding 
officer  of  Fort  Robinson  before  you  see  us 
again,  don't  you?"  said  the  Colonel,  who  had 
watched  the  scout's  movements.  "You  don't 
mean  to  fall  into  the  hands  of  the  Sioux 
again." 
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''No,  sir,  I  don't.  I  will  leave  that  first  pa- 
per here  and  I  will  trouble  you  to  place  it  in 
the  hands  of  the  owner  when  he  comes.  This 
war  is  not  yet  over." 

The  post  commander  seated  himself  in  the 
nearest  chair,  while  the  Major  raised  his  head 
and  looked  hard  at  Cyrus. 

"Do  you  think  we  are  going  to  have  an- 
other massacre?"  was  the  question  that  arose 
to  the  lips  of  both  of  them. 

^'I  don't  know  about  that;  but  you  know 
that  the  Sioux  won't  be  satisfied  with  one 
killing.  If  Guy  happens  to  fall  into  their 
hands,  he  will  need  something  to  bring  him 
out.  Good-by,  I  may  not  see  you  again,  but 
you  may  bet  your  bottom  dollar  that  I  will 
get  through,  if  I  am  alive." 

The  scout  seized  the  Colonel's  hand,  and 
the  length  of  time  he  held  fast  to  it  was  all 
the  evidence  that  anybody  needed  to  show 
him  the  consideration  in  which  he  held  him. 
The  Colonel  told  him  that  he  was  his  only 
hope,  but   Cyrus   shook  his   head  and  did  not 
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say  anything  in  reply.  The  Major  could  not 
say  anything.  He  arose  and  shook  him  hastily 
by  the  hand,  and  then  seated  himself  on  his 
chair  as  before,  and  rested  his  head  on  his 
extended  palms.  Another  moment  and  the 
scout  was  gone. 

"This  will  kill  me  and  I  know  it,"  said  the 
Colonel,  resuming  his  walk  about  the  room. 
"I  don't  wish  any  harm  to  befall  those  su- 
perior in  power  to  myself,  but  I  wish  that 
General  could  be  down  here  for  about  five 
minutes  and  feel  the  responsibility  that  rests 
upon  me.  He  would  send  some  help  without 
any  asking." 

That  was  a  long  night  to  the  two  officers 
commanding  the  Fort,  for  neither  of  them 
thought  of  going  to  bed.  The  Colonel  paced 
the  room,  and  the  Major  sat  with  his  head 
resting  on  his  hands.  It  was  longer  still  to 
the  lonely  watcher  on  the  picket  tower,  who 
kept  close  view  of  the  prairie  surrounding 
him,  lest  the  Sioux  should  slip  up  and  try  to 
add  to  the  number  of  victims  by  taking  a  sly 
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shot  at  him  or  his  men  when  they  did  not 
think  there  w^as  any  one  around.  He  had  ap- 
pealed to  his  men  time  and  time  again  to  know 
if  he  did  his  full  duty  when  posted  there  to 
pass  the  signals,  but  their  assurance  that  his 
conduct  could  not  be  blamed  and  that  any 
other  officer  placed  in  the  same  position  w^ould 
do  the  same,  did  not  fully  satisfy  him.  He 
had  been  up  there  while  a  hundred  men  were 
massacred  almost  within  reach  of  him,  and 
had  not  done  a  thing  to  prevent  it.  The  two 
young  officers,  for  whom  he  cherished  an  af- 
fection of  which  some  brothers  might  have 
been  proud  were  gone  and  why  should  he  be 
left? 

"  Why  did  not  one  of  them  change  places 
with  me  ? "  he  kept  constantly  repeating  to 
himself.  *'I  would  have  gone  readily,  and  now 
I  would  have  been  beyond  the  reach  of  the 
Colonel's  reprimand  or  his  frown.  But  there 
are  the  folks  at  home.  What  would  they  have 
said  about  it  ? " 

Daylight  came  at  last,  and  once  more  Guy 
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leveled  his  binoculars  on  the  prairie,  but  no 
signs  of  the  Sioux  could  be  seen.  Then  he 
looked  at  the  Fort,  and  saw  preparations  for 
guard  mount  going  on,  and  that  a  Company 
was  ready  to  keep  guard  over  them  while  his 
relief  was  coming  out  to  the  tower.  It  came 
at  last  and  a  sorry-looking  lot  of  men  they 
were.  They  had  seen  the  bodies  laid  out  in 
the  store  rooms,  and  they  could  not  get  over 
it.  In  reply  to  Guy's  hurried  questioning,  the 
Lieutenant  said:  — 

"  You  would  have  thought,  if  you  could  have 
seen  the  smiles  that  were  on  Perkins's  and 
Brigham's  faces,  that  they  had  furloughs  te 
go  home  and  see  the  friends  from  whom  they 
have  been  so  long  separated.  They  didn't  act 
scared  a  bit.  But  I  tell  you,  it  is  just  awfuL 
Captain  Brown  and  a  few  old  timers  must 
have  killed  themselves,  for  they  were  not 
mutilated  in  the  least.  The  other  officers 
were  all  scalped." 

"  Did  the  Colonel  have  anything  to  say  about 
my    signaling?"    asked    Guy.     It  was   all   he 
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could  do  to  ask  this  question,  but  he  man- 
aged to  get  it  out  at  last. 

"  Not  a  word.  You  did  the  best  you  could, 
and  that  is  all  anybody  can  do.  You  have 
nothing  to  do  but  to  look  out  for  the  Sioux, 
I  suppose?" 

^'  And  keep  a  watch  on  the  Fort  for  signals," 
added  Guy.  "I  hope  your  stay  up  here  will 
be  more  pleasant  than  mine  has  been.  Fall 
in,  men,  and  we  will  go  down  to  the  Fort." 

The  Adjutant  and  the  officer  of  the  day  met 
him  when  he  came  in  and  reported,  and  after 
saying  "Very  good,  sir,"  continued  in  a  solemn 
tone:  — 

"You  saw  more  of  that  fight  than  we  did. 
It  is  awful,  is  it  not?  The  Colonel  wants  to 
see  you." 

"He  wants  to  know  why  I  made  some  sig- 
nals, I  suppose,"  said  Guy. 

"What  signals?" 

"Why,  I  told  him  that  Fetterman  needed 
help,  when  that  signal  was  not  made  to  me 
at  all." 
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"Oh,  that  is  all  right.  The  Colonel  will  not 
say  anything  about  that.  You  saw  what  a 
fix  he  was  in." 

Guy  found  the  Colonel  as  we  have  seen  him 
before,  and  the  Major  still  sitting  in  his  camp 
chair.  They  had  been  out  to  breakfast  to 
drink  a  cup  of  coffee,  and  that  was  all. 

"Sit  down,  Preston,"  said  the  Colonel,  wav- 
ing his  hand  toward  a  chair.  "  You  saw  it 
all,  did  you  not?" 

"  The  smoke  would  not  let  me  see  a  great 
deal  of  it,  sir,"  said  Guy.  "I  want  to  say 
that  I  have  got  back  and  that  I  repeated 
every  one  of  your  signals  that  I  saw." 

"And  some  you  did  not  see,"  put  in  the 
Colonel.  "  However,  that  was  all  right.  I  am 
not  going  to  find  any  fault  with  you  for  that. 
Sit  down.  Now  begin  at  the  beginning  and 
tell  me  all  that  you  saw." 

It  did  not  take  Guy  long  to  do  that,  for,  as 
he  dwelt  upon  it,  the  scenes  of  the  massacre 
came  so  vividly  to  his  mind  that  he  did  not 
want  to  speak  of  them  at  all.    The   oJ05cers 
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listened,  the  Colonel  now  and  then  making 
some  marks  on  a  piece  of  paper  which  he 
drew  toward  him.  He  took  Guy's  recital  down 
as  a  part  of  the  report  he  was  going  to  make 
out  for  his  superior  ofiQcer.  When  Guy  was 
through  they  asked  him  some  questions  in  re- 
gard to  the  massacre  which  he  did  not  see  on 
account  of  the  smoke,  and  then  told  him  that 
he  could  go.  Guy  w^ent,  feeling  a  great  deal 
better  than  he  did  while  he  was  making  those 
signals  from  the  tower.  He  went  in  alone  to 
view  the  officers  and  men  who  had  fallen  in 
the  massacre  of  the  day  before,  and  what  he 
saw  there  is  beyond  our  power  to  describe. 
Perkins  and  Brigham  were  not  scalped,  and 
the  smiles  he  saw  on  their  faces  reminded 
him  of  the  one  Arthur  wore  when  he  told  Guy 
that  he  was  not  to  ask  the  Colonel  for  any- 
thing on  his  part, —  he  was  bound  to  go  with 
his  Company  and  take  part  in  the  fight,  and 
the  first  fight  he  got  into  was  the  last.  Guy 
did  not  look  any  further.  Tears  blinded  his 
eyes  and  he  came  out  and  went  into  the  mess 
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room.  But  be  could  not  stay  there  loug  either. 
The  vacant  chairs  called  to  mind  those  who 
were  gone,  and  he  finally  turned  into  his  own 
room,  where  he  tumbled  into  bed  with  his  face 
toward  the  wall. 

"They  are  all  gone,  and  there's  no  telling 
how  soon  I  may  be  in  their  place,''  he  moaned. 

Filled  with  such  thoughts  as  these  he  sooa. 

fell  asleep. 
16 


CHAPTER  XYII. 

Re-enforcements  Arrive 

FOR  a  week  after  the  massacre,  Guy  Preston 
and  all  the  other  oflScers  and  men  of  the 
Fort  acted  as  if  they  were  in  a  dream.  The 
orders  were  given  in  a  low  tone  of  voice, 
the  men  responded  to  them  with  a  silent 
tonch  of  their  caps,  for  every  one  seemed  to 
think  that  it  would  not  be  long  before  they 
would  be  laid  out  awaiting  burial,  or  be 
doomed  to  a  worse  fate  in  the  Sioux  camp. 
Guy  was  there  during  the  burial  of  the  men 
—  he  was  one  of  twenty  soldiers  who  fired  the 
shots  over  their  graves  —  and  then  he  braced 
up,  dashed  the  tears  from  his  eyes,  and  tried 
to  do  his  duty  as  he  did  before.  He  had  ten 
men  who  had  been  detailed  for  various  other 
duties  when  the  Company  was  ordered  out,  and 

he  was  the  sole  officer  in  command  of  them. 
(242) 
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Guy  was  not  long  in  missing  his  old  friend 
Cyrus,  whose  fate  no  one  knew.  Did  he  get 
through  in  safety  with  his  dispatches,  or  was 
he  captured  by  the  Sioux  who  had  taken  re- 
venge upon  him  for  the  braves  they  had  lost 
during  the  massacre?  One  morning,  just  after 
Guy  had  come  off  duty  during  the  night,  the 
Colonel  sent  for  him,  but  it  was  not  to  repri- 
mand him.  He  saw  that  as  soon  as  he  got 
into  his  room.  The  Colonel  had  a  paper  in 
his  hand  which  he  handed  to  Guy. 

"There  is  your  medicine,"  said  he.  "Cyrus 
wanted  me  to  give  it  to  you  under  the  im- 
pression that  you  might  some  day  fall  into 
the  power  of   those   thievish   rascals   outside." 

"Why  —  why  did  not  Cyrus  take  it  with 
him,  sir? "  stammered  Guy. 

"No;  he  said  the  war  was  not  yet  over,  and 
you  might  some  day  need  it.  You  do  not  in- 
tend to  be  a  prisoner  in  the  hands  of  those 
fellows,  do  you  ?  " 

"No,  sir,"  said  Guy  hastily.  "They  kill 
everybody  who  falls  a  captive  to  them.     And 
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what  is  the  reason  Cyrus  would  not  take  it 
with  him,  sir  ?     I  am  afraid  he ■' 

"  Weil,  go  on/'  said  the  Colonel,  after  waiting 
a  moment  or  two  for  Guy  to  say  what  he  was 
afraid  of,  "  Do  you  think  he  has  been  captured?" 

"1  think  he  would  have  been  safer,  if  he  had 
taken  this  letter  with  him,  sir,"  replied  the 
young  officer. 

"Yes;  but  you  know  it  has  saved  one  civilian 
and  the  next  must  be  a  soldier." 

*'  That  is  so,  sir.  I  will  put  it  right  there 
among  the  little  money  I  have  left,  and  I  hope 
it  may  do  me  some  good,  if  I  chance  to  fall 
into  their  power.  Don't  you  think  it  is  about 
time  to  hear  from  Cyrus,  sir?" 

"I  do;  but  if  he  has  met  with  the  usual  luck 
that  some  of  our  scouts  do,  it  may  be  another 
week  before  we  get  news  of  him." 

The  Colonel  picked  up  some  papers  which 
were  lying  near  him  on  the  desk,  thus  inti- 
mating that  their  interview  was  at  an  end; 
but  there  was  one  more  question  that  Guy 
wanted  to  have  answered  before  he  left. 
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"  Do  you  think  he  has  got  through  in  safety^ 
sir?"  said  he. 

"That  is  hard  to  tell,"  replied  the  Colonel 
slowly.  "Cyrus  is  a  brave  man,  and  if  he 
fails  I  don't  know  what  we  shall  do.  That's 
all,  Guy." 

"Cyrus  has  failed,"  said  Guy  to  himself,  as 
he  put  on  his  cap  and  left  the  room,  "  I  could 
see  that  by  the  way  the  Colonel  looked.  By 
George  !  I  wonder  what  will  be  the  next  move 
the  Sioux  will  make?  Well,  if  worse  comes 
to  worst  I  will  have  to  go.  I  wish  I  could  see 
my  mother  once  before  my  time  comes." 

Guy  stopped  after  he  passed  the  Orderly 
and  dashed  some  tears  from  his  eyes.  He  was 
the  commander  of  a  Company  now,  and  it 
would  look  very  unseemly  for  him  to  be  found 
that  way  by  any  of  his  men.  He  took  his 
way  to  his  room,  that  room  which  he  occu- 
pied all  by  himself  now,  and  then  the  tears 
came  forth  afresh,  until  Guy  began  to  be 
ashamed  of  his  conduct.  He  rolled  over  and 
tried  to  catch  the  slumber  he  so  much  iioeded^. 
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but  when  the  Orderly  came  to  call  him  to 
dinner  he  was  wide  awake. 

But  the  Colonel  was  wrong  in  his  predic- 
tions. Three  days  passed  and  then  a  horseman 
was  seen  rapidly  approaching  the  Fort.  The 
sentry  called  the  corporal  of  the  guard,  and 
that  officer  did  not  stay  beside  him  for  more 
than  a  moment  when  he  shouted:  — 

''  There  comes  Cyrus  !  '* 

Guy  was  off  duty  then,  and  he  lost  no  time 
in  climbing  up  beside  the  sentry.  The  horse- 
man was  still  so  far  away  that  they  could  not 
see  his  face,  but  the  way  he  waved  his  hat 
around  his  head  and  used  it  to  urge  his  horse 
to  greater  speed  proclaimed  who  the  newcomer 
was.  The  Colonel  was  out  by  that  time,  and 
Guy  turned  to  him  with  a  face  that  was  beam- 
ing over  with  pleasure. 

"It  is  Cyrus,  sure  enough,  sir!"  he  exclaimed, 
"  Ee-enforcements  are  not  far  off." 

In  a  quarter  of  an  hour  the  horseman, 
mounted  on  a  nag  that  was  almost  tired  out, 
dashed  through  all  the  men  assembled  at  the 
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gate,  and  presently  was  shaking  hands  with 
everybody  that  could  get  around  him.  It  was 
the  scout  sure  enough,  and  judging  by  the  grin 
that  was  on  his  face  he  was  glad  to  get  back. 

"Halloo,  Guy,"  he  shouted.  "I  haven't  time 
to  speak  to  you  all  now,  only  to  grasp  your 
hands  and  say  that  I  am  overjoyed  to  see  you 
all  above  ground.  Help  is  coming.  Where's 
the  Colonel?" 

So  Cyrus  got  through,  after  all.  The  story 
he  told  after  he  had  reported  to  the  Colonel 
did  not  amount  to  much  in  passing  through 
his  hands.  He  had  not  seen  a  hostile  Indian 
from  the  time  he  left  Fort  Phil  Kearney  until 
his  journey  was  safely  accomplished.  The 
pow-wow  the  Sioux  held  on  the  night  of  the 
massacre  ''  threw  them  all  crazy,"  as  Cyrus  had 
predicted,  and  there  was  not  one  to  dispute 
his  attempt  to  reach  Fort  Robinson. 

"  The  General  was  awful  uneasy  about  us, 
because  he  did  not  hear  anything,"  said  the 
scout,  in  conclusion,  "and  he  was  on  the  point 
of  sending  three  hundred  men  to  see  about  it; 
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and  I  tell  you  he  packed  them  off  in  a  hurry  as 
soon  as  I  got  there," 

"Bully  for  the  three  hundred  men,"  said 
Guy.     "Are  they  coming  now  behind  you?" 

"  Yes,  sir.  They  are  coming  as  fast  as  they 
can.  We  have  got  men  enough  now  to  get 
that  village  out  of  there  and  make  them  take 
to  the  hills  where  they  belong.  Well,  Guy, 
the  Sioux  have  not  scalped  you  yet.  Have 
you  been  out  after  any  more  sage  hens?" 

"No,  sir,  and  I  don't  think  I  shall  go  any 
more  until  we  get  the  Sioux  out  of  there. 
Cyrus,  you  must  have  had  a  terrible  time  of 
it." 

"  Oh,  nothing  to  speak  of.  I  went  out  on 
purpose  to  get  to  Fort  Robinson,  and  I  went. 
I  wonder  if  you  have  anj^^thing  to  eat  in  the 
house?  We  have  been  in  such  haste  to  get 
here  that  we  did  not  stop  to  cook  any  break- 
fast." 

Guy  took  Cyrus  under  his  charge  and  con- 
ducted him  into  the  mess  room,  intending  to 
hear  more  of  his  story   when   he  got  him  by 
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himself;  but  before  he  could  ask  him  to  go  on 
with  it,  a  cheering  arose  out  by  the  gate  and 
Cyrus  was  left  to  finish  his  breakfast  alone. 
There  they  were,  three  hundred  infantrymen, 
who  were  moving  with  weary  steps  as  if  it 
was  all  they  could  do  to  drag  one  foot  after 
'the  other — for  they  had  made  a  forced  march 
since  they  left  Fort  Robinson  —  but  the  way 
the  gamson  greeted  them  showed  them  that 
their  trouble  was  over.  Colonel  Smith  was 
there,  vigorously  shaking  hands  with  Colonel 
Carrington,  and  when  the  two  were  through 
welcoming  each  other,  they  went  into  the  com- 
mander'3  headquarters.  The  troops  assembled 
on  the  parade  ground,  and  when  they  had 
broken  ranks,  Guy  speedily  hunted  up  the 
Second  Lieutenants,  one  of  whom  he  found  to 
his  astonishment  to  be  an  old  schoolmate  of 
his.  They  had  been  at  West  Point  together, 
had  graduated  at  the  same  time,  one  being 
ordered  to  the  Cavalry  and  the  other  to  the 
Infantry.  It  took  some  little  time  for  Guy  to 
recognize  Fred  Bolton  in   this   muddy,  travel- 
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stained  boy,  but  when  he  saw  the  smile  that 
beamed  upon  his  face,  and  his  extended  hand, 
the  old  schoolboy  came  back  to  him,  and 
catching  Fred  around  the  waist  he  fairly  raised 
him  from  the  ground, 

"Fred,  old  boy,  how  are  you?"  he  exclaimed, 
as  he  swung  him  around  once  or  twice  before 
he  put  him  on  the  ground  again. 

''  Say,'*  replied  Fred,  gently  untangling  him- 
self from  Guy's  detaining  hands.  "Have  you 
an  apple  about  you?" 

"An  apple?"  echoed  Guy,  not  understanding 
the  question. 

"Or  peanuts;  anything  that  will  do  to  eat. 
I  am  so  hungry  that  I  can  smell  the  bacon  in 
the  storehouse  clear  out  here.' 

"  Why,  come  in,"  said  Guy.  "  The  Sioux  have 
kept  us  on  pretty  short  rations,  but  I  guess  I 
can  give  you  bacon  enough  to  satisfy  you." 

Guy  was  introduced  to  the  other  Second 
Lieutenants  as  they  were  going  to  the  mess 
room,  and  the  first  thing  the  boys  asked  him 
about  was  the  massacre. 
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"Did  they  whoop  and  yell  as  the  storybooks 
tell  about?"  said  one  of  the  newcomers.  "Tell 
us  all  about  it,  please.  We  have  never  seen 
^n  Indian  fight  and  we  want  to  know  what 
is  in  store  for  us." 

"Don't  ask  me  about  it,"  said  Guy. 

"  But  you  must  have  seen  some  of  it,  and  we 
should  like  to  know  how  it  looked,"  insisted 
Fred.  "  What  is  the  reason  you  were  not  in 
it?     Was  not  your  Company  ordered  out?" 

Guy  saw  that  there  was  no  chance  for  him 
to  plead  ignorance,  and  while  the  boys  were 
waiting  for  their  bacon  and  hard-tack  he  went 
into  the  particulars  of  the  fight,  getting  through 
with  them  as  soon  as  he  possibly  could.  The 
Second  Lieutenants  must  have  seen  how  badly 
he  felt  about  it,  and  did  not  ask  him  any 
more  questions;  but  when^.he  came  to  tell  of 
Winged  Arrow's  medicine,  they  looked  incred- 
ulous. They  were  too  polite  to  interrupt  him, 
but  exchanged  significant  glances  with  one 
another  as  if  to  ask  what  their  companions 
thought  about  it. 
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"I  don't  ask  you  to  believe  my  word,  but 
here  is  the  evidence,"  said  Guy,  producing  his 
pocketbook.  "  That  letter  has  saved  the  life 
of  one  scout,  and  if  I  fall  into  their  hands 
while  I  have  that  letter  about  me,  I  shall  ex- 
pect that  it  will  save  my  own." 

Of  course  there  w^as  much  to  talk  about  and 
a  good  deal  of  time  taken  to  tell  it,  for  the 
supports  were  not  expected  to  go  on  duty 
that  day.  They  were  given  time  to  rest  after 
their  long,  fatiguing  march,  and  they  made 
the  most  of  it.  At  dress  parade  the  men  ap- 
peared in  fine  order,  and  then  they  received 
notice  of  whal  they  were  to  do  on  the  follow- 
ing day.  Their  force  was  strong  enough  now 
to  assume  the  offensive,  and  to-morrow  morn- 
ing a  battalion  of  three  hundred  men  would 
start  out  to  break  up  that  Sioux  village  and, 
as  Cyrus  had  said,  *' drive  them  into  the  hills 
where  they  belonged."  Colonel  Smith  was  to 
be  in  charge  of  the  troops,  with  Major  Powell 
second  in  command.  There  was  one  thing 
that  made  Guy  grow  an  inch  taller  when  the 
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order  was  read  :  his  small  company  of  men 
were  not  to  be  left  out  after  all.  There  were 
a  hundred  cavalry  to  go  with  the  troops,  to 
serve  as  eyes  for  them,  and  Guy  and  his  com- 
pany were  to  make  part  of  them. 

"  I  hope  the  Colonel  will  lead  us  across  that 
battlefield,"  said  Fred,  as  they  returned  to 
their  quarters. 

*'0h,  he  will,"  said  Guy.  "But  we  will  not 
see  anything — nothing  but  the  spot  where 
brave  men  offered  up  their  lives  to  try  and 
Opacify'  those  Sioux.  We  will  see  the  signal 
tower  too.  I  hope  that  when  you  go  there 
to  take  charge  of  it,  you  will  see  a  better  time 
than  I  did." 

"Well,  wait  until  a  history  of  this  thing 
gets  to  Washington,  and  we  will  see  help 
coming  out  here  enough  to  annihilate  those 
Sioux.  The  General  was  sorely  put  out  about 
it,  and  he  sent  a  dispatch  that  wil  make 
those  fellows  open  their  eyes." 

Morning  came  at  length,  and  with  it  came 
the  men  who  were  to  compose  the  expedition, 
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forming  on  the  parade  ground  in  view  of  all 
the  officers.  There  was  one  thing  about  it 
that  Guy  always  disliked  to  see,  and  that  was 
their  ammunition  and  provision  train.  Before 
the  troops  could  go  into  a  fight  with  the  In- 
dians, they  would  be  obliged  to  take  care  of 
that  train,  because  when  that  was  lost,  every- 
thing they  had  was  lost.  The  hostiles  would 
make  an  attack  upon  that  train  first,  paying 
no  attention  to  the  other  men,  and  if  they 
could  stampede  that,  their -success  was  assured. 
The  Indians  did  not  believe  in  taking  any 
train  with  them.  All  the  ammunition  and 
food  the}^  needed  during  their  raids  were  car- 
ried on  their  horses,  and  if  they  were  worsted 
in  the  fight  they  got  out  of  the  way  with 
wonderful  celerity  and  their  ammunition  and 
food  went  with  tirem. 

Fred  and  the  other  newcomers  who  had 
arrived  with  the  re-enforcements  the  day  be- 
fore gazed  with  interest  at  the  picket  tower, 
saw  that  the  soldiers  who  had  com.e  to  relieve 
them   took   the    place    of   the    men   who    had 
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stayed  there  all  night,  and  then  went  on  to 
the  battlefield.  As  Guy  had  said  they  found 
nothing  there,  not  even  a  bayonet  with  which 
the  soldiers  had  endeavored  to  defend  them- 
selves, for  the  Sioux  had  searched  the  field 
thoroughly  and  everything  had  disappeared. 

"Here's  where  Captain  Brown  and  three 
others  defended  themselves,"  said  Major  Pow- 
ell, drawing  Colonel  Smith's  attention  to  a 
place  in  the  rocks  where  the  grass  was  all 
trampled  down  and  empty  cartridge  shells 
were  scattered  all  about.  "  They  must  have 
made  sure  play  for  some  of  those  fiends  who 
came  at  them.  Captain  Brown  killed  himself 
right  here." 

It  was  a  gloomy  place,  the  battlefield  that 
but  a  short  time  before  had  resounded  with 
the  war  cry  of  the  fierce  Sioux  and  the  rattle 
of  carbines  from  the  soldiers,  and  Guy  was 
glad  when  they  left  it  behind.  Something 
kept  telling  him  that  he  was  going  to  see 
trouble  before  he  came  back,  but  he  banished 
all  such  thoughts  and  had  no  place  for  them. 
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His  work  lay  in  the  expedition  before  him, 
and  to  that  he  gave  the  whole  of  his  atten- 
tion. In  a  short  time  the  memory  of  the 
«cene  through  which  he  had  passed  left  him, 
«.nd  he  was  ready  to  join  in  with  what  the 
others  had  to  propose,  so  long  as  it  did  not 
■attract  the  attention  of  their  commanding 
officer,  Major  Powell.  So  it  is  with  soldiers 
the  world  over.  A  disastrous  battle,  during 
which  so  many  of  their  old  friends,  perhaps 
their  own  tentmates,  have  gone  to  their  long 
iiome,  will  depress  their  spirits  for  a  time, 
and  they  welcome  anything,  no  matter  how 
trivial  it  is,  that  will  draw  their  thoughts 
away  to  other  matters  and  make  them  sol- 
diers as  they  were  before. 

In  due  time  they  reached  the  site  whereon 
the  Sioux  village  had  stood  while  they  were 
engaged  in  the  massacre,  and  where  every- 
thing denoted  that  they  had  abandoned  it 
with  the  utmost  haste.  Plunder  of  every 
€ort  which  goes  to  make  up  the  wealth  of  the 
Indian   was    scattered    about,  and    beside  the 
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lodge  poles,  for  the  tents  were  gone,  were  the 
remains  of  half  a  dozen  Indian  ponies  that 
had  been  sacrificed  to  go  with  their  owners 
to  the  Happy  Hunting  Grounds. 

**I  don't  understand  the  meaning  of  that," 
said  Fred  Bolton.  *'  Did  they  kill  their  ponies 
on  purpose?" 

"  Certainly,"  said  Guy.  "  The  Indian  ponies 
tiave  spirits  as  well  as  their  masters  ;  and  when 
one  IS  Killed  and  his  scalp  not  removed " 

"Do  their  scalps  have  anything  to  do  with 
it?" 

"  Of  course  they  do.  If  you  scalp  an  Indian, 
his  body  becomes  so  much  carrion  which  is  not 
worthy  of  a  burial ;  but  if  his  friends  can  save 
the  Indian  without  letting  him  fall  into  our 
hands,  he  is  given  ail  the  rites  that  an  In- 
dian can  think  of.  These  ponies  will  go  with 
him  to  the  spirit  land,  and  if  we  had  time  to 
hunt  up  the  places  where  the  owners  are 
buried,  we  would  find  there  their  rifles, 
matches,    scalping    knives,    and    every    other 

thing  they  need  to  go  right  to  work." 
17 
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Guy  had  many  things  to  tell  the  newcomers, 
and  during  the  two  weeks  that  the  expedition 
was  out  he  had  plenty  of  time  around  his 
camp  fire  at  night  to  tell  them  all  he  knew 
about  the  hostile  Indians.  What  he  did  not 
know  the  guides  took  up,  and  if  the  new  men 
did  not  learn  something  about  the  Sioux  be- 
fore they  got  through,  it  was  their  own  fault. 
They  generally  told  some  funny  stories,  but  a 
wink  from  Guy  told  how  much  of  them  tfiey 
had  better  believe. 


CHAPTEE  XVIII. 

A  Prisoner   at   Last 

<'Q0  THIS  is  scouting  for  Indians,  is  it?"  ex- 
^  claimed  Fred,  when  the  bugle  blew  one 
morning  and  Guy  began  buckling  on  his  sword. 
"We  have  been  out  two  weeks,  and  during 
that  time  we  have  not  seen  one  single  Indian, 
nor  the  sign  of  one.  I  thought  they  would  be 
all  around  us.  That  is  the  way  they  act  in 
storybooks." 

''  We  are  not  dealing  with  storybooks  now, 
but  with  solid  flesh-and- blood  Sioux,"  said  Guy, 
who  was  making  all  haste  to  answer  the  bugle 
call.  "We  have  seen  signs  enough,  even  if  we 
have  not  seen  Indians.  We  have  followed 
their  trail  for  a  week,  and  that  is  as  much  as 
I  want  to  see." 

"But   why    don't  we    follow   them    up   and 

whip  them  ?    All  we  have  to  do  is  to  go  back 

(259) 
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there  in  the  *bad  lands/  and  there  we  would 
find  them." 

Before  we  go  any  further  we  should  like  to 
inquire  if  you  have  any  idea  of  how  these 
^'  bad  lands "  look.  We  have  often  heard  that 
hostile  Indians  find  refuge  there  when  badly 
pressed  by  the  troops,  but  how  do  they  appear 
and  in  what  shape  are  they?  You  have  often 
seen  a  clay  field  after  a  long  and  hot  drought 
in  summer,  how  it  is  seamed  over  with  in- 
numerable cracks,  perfectly  perpendicular,  leav- 
ing miniature  chasms  between.  This,  magnified 
by  a  thousand,  are  the  "bad  lands"  of  the 
Northwest.  They  are  immense  patches  of  clay 
soil,  baked  by  the  long  and  intense  drought 
of  that  climate  into  chasms  four  or  five  feet 
wide  and  perhaps  twenty  feet  deep,  absolutely 
impassable  for  wagons,  quagmires  in  the  early 
spring,  and  a  labyrinth  of  deep  gullies  in 
summer.  The  hostiles  know  every  one  of 
these  ravines,  where  it  leads  to  and  the 
springs  of  water  that  are  to  be  found  on  the 
banks  of  it,  and  the  troops  that  are  sent  after 
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them  do  not.  Once  fairly  incide  the  ''bad 
lands,"  the  Indians  disappear  and  leave  no 
trace  behind. 

"  We  do  not  want  to  be  whipped  badly 
enough  to  go  into  those  *  bad  lands/ "  said 
Guy,  with  a  laugh.  "  The  moment  Colonel 
Smith  saw  where  the  trail  led  to,  he  said  that 
we  were  not  strong  enough  to  go  in  there 
after  them,  and  when  he  said  that,  he  hit  me 
right  on  top  of  the  head.  I  don't  want  to  go 
in  there  either.  I  am  perfectly  willing  to  go 
back  to  the  Fort,  without  seeing  any  of  them. 
You  don't  know  how  an  ambush  looks.  I 
have  seen  one  of  them  from  a  distance,  and  I 
don't  want  to  see  another." 

"Well,  good-by,  if  you  call  that  going,"  said 
Fred,  as  Guy  swung  himself  upon  his  horse. 
"Keep  your  eyes  open,  and  don't  let  any 
Sioux  come  down  on  us." 

Guy  fell  in  beside  his  Company,  waved  his 
hand  as  a  farewell  signal  to  Fred,  and  rode 
out  with  the  cavalrymen  to  act  as  eyes  for 
the   infantry,  who   were    guarding   the   train. 
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These  marched  along  pretty  nearly  as  they 
pleaned,  giving  no  thought  to  danger,  for  they 
knew  that  the  cavalry,  who  skirted  their 
flanks  at  a  distance  of  three  or  four  miles, 
would  cee  the  Sioux  long  before  they  could 
and  easily  warn  them,  so  that  they  could  get 
into  line  of  battle.  Presently  the  bugle 
sounded  again^  and  that  was  a  call  for  Fred. 
In  a  few  minutes  the  entire  expedition  was 
under  vv^ay,  bound  for  the  Fort,  without  hav- 
ing seen  a  warrior  since  they  had  been  out. 

"  They  are  all  in  the  '  bad  lands/  "  said  Colo- 
nel Smith,  who  felt  somewhat  crestfallen  over 
his  bad  luck.  "  I  really  wish  that  I  had  about 
four  times  as  many  men  as  I  have  with  me. 
I  would  follow  them  into  their  retreats  and 
drive  them  out." 

That  was  the  way  that  more  than  one  man 
felt  in  regard  to  the  disappearing  Sioux,  and 
many  a  soldier  clutched  his  piece  with  a 
firmer  grip  and  cast  his  eyes  toward  the  hills 
on  which  he  had  last  seen  the  cavalry,  in  the 
hope  that  they  would  come  over  the  swells  in 
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haste  with  the  report  that  the  Sioux  were  not 
far  behind  them.  That  would  give  him  a 
chance  to  knock  over  one  or  two  to  pay  them 
for  the  number  they  had  killed  during  the 
massacre  at  the  Fort.  That  was  something 
the  soldiers  could  not  get  out  of  their  minds. 
They  had  already  made  it  up  among  them 
that  *' Remember  Fort  Phil  Kearney"  should 
be  their  battle  cry  the  next  time  they  went 
into  action.  And  the  opportunity  came  for 
them  much  sooner  than  they  had  expected. 
They  had  marched  until  pretty  near  twelve 
o'clock  and  the  commanders  were  holding  a 
consultation  about  what  they  had  better  do 
for  dinner,  whether  to  halt  the  column  at  the 
top  of  the  nearest  swell  and  have  dinner  there, 
or  go  on  until  four  o'clock  and  then  have 
dinner  and  supper  together,  when  suddenly, 
and  without  the  least  warning,  they  heard  the 
rattle  of  carbines  behind  the  nearest  hill  on 
the  right.  A  squad  of  cavalry,  numbering 
perhaps  twenty  men  or  more,  had  discovered 
the  Sioux.     They  had  seen    the  squad  more 
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than  half  an  hour  before,  and  they  were  going 
along  as  if  everything  were  all  right. 

*'  Indians  !  Indians  ! "  burst  from  a  score  of 
throats. 

"Remember  Fort  Phil  Kearney!''  chimed  in 
some  others. 

"That  is  Guy's  squad,  as  sure  as  you  live," 
exclaimed  Fred,  and  his  face  turned  a  little 
pale  as  he  drew  his  sword  from  its  scabbard. 
"I  guess  Guy  knows  how  it  is  to  see  an  am- 
bush close  by." 

"Major  Powell,  take  two  hundred  men  and 
hurry  to  help  that  cavalry,"  shouted  Colonel 
Smith.  "  The  others  are  to  guard  the  wagons. 
Lieutenant  Bowen,  we  will  keep  right  ahead  at 
the  rate  we  were  going.     Close  up,  everybody." 

These  orders  were  obeyed  almost  as  soon  as 
they  were  issued.  By  the  time  the  one  hun- 
dred men  had  closed  up  about  the  wagons, 
Major  Powell  had  brought  his  men  together, 
and  moving  at  double  quick  they  ran  toward 
the  hill  which  separated  them  from  the  view 
of    the    hostiles.     Fred's    company    was    with 
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Major  Powell,  and  although  the  color  had  not 
come  back  to  his  face,  he  did  his  duty  as 
though  they  were  going  out  for  drill.  *' Close 
up,  men.  Don't  lag  behind,"  was  the  way  in 
which  he  urged  them  to  keep  up  their  forma- 
tion, although  before  he  was  half  way  to  the 
swell  he  was  "  winded,"  and  would  have  been 
glad  to  sit  down  for  a  rest. 

There  were  other  things  besides  the  rattle 
of  carbines  to  which  the  men  had  to  listen. 
Before  they  had  gone  many  steps  a  whole 
chorus  of  loud  and  fiendish  yells  came  plainly 
to  their  ears,  and  caused  the  hearts  of  some 
of  the  soldiers  to  beat  a  trifle  faster.  A  mo- 
ment afterward  the  remnant  of  the  squad  of 
cavalry  they  had  come  out  to  help  suddenly 
appeared  at  the  top  of  the  hill.  Fred  took 
one  look  at  it  and  the  fears  which  he  had 
before  experienced  came  back  to  him  with  re- 
doubled force. 

"Only  six  men  left,"  said  he  to  himself. 
"They  numbered  twenty  at  first.  What  has 
become  of  the  balance?" 
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A  few  steps  more  and  the  whole  matter 
was  revealed  to  him.  Of  course  there  were 
orders  to  be  obeyed,  such  as  *'Aim!  Eight 
oblique,  fire!"  and  their  bullets  whistled  over 
fifteen  or  more  Sioux  who,  lying  fiat  upon 
their  horses'  backs,  were  rapidly  leaving  the 
field ;  but  in  spite  of  them  all,  Fred  had  time 
to  look  about  him  and  to  see,  if  he  could, 
what  had  become  of  his  friend,  Guy  Preston. 

*'  By  gracious  ! "  exclaimed  one  man.  "  They 
have  some  prisoners  with  them." 

"Where,  where?"  stammered  Fred. 

"Don't  you  see  those  feet  hanging  out  over 
the  side  of  that  horse  that  is  just  going  over 
the  hill?"  replied  the  soldier.  "There's  an- 
other and  another.  My  fingers  are  all  thumbs, 
and  I  don't  see  why  I  cannot  load  my  gun. 
Shoot  those  men.  They  are  taking  some  cap- 
tives away  with  them." 

The  soldiers  were  keenly  alive  to  the  fate 
of  their  prisoners,  and  more  than  one  bullet 
was  aimed  for  the  warriors  who  had  them  on 
their  horses;  but  they  all  flew  wild,  and  before 
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the  men  could  load  their  guns  again  the  last 
of  the  Sioux  had  disappeared.  It  was  merely 
a  bold  dash.  The  Sioux  had  intended  to  wipe 
out  a  squad  of  cavalry  and  had  succeeded. 
The  other  squads  of  cavalry  were  sent  oS  as 
fast  as  they  came,  until  there  were  nearly  a  hun- 
dred in  pursuit  of  the  Sioux;  but  all  to  no  avail. 
They  got  a  few  shots  at  them,  and  that  was  all. 

Meanwhile  the  infantry  had  broken  ranks 
and  spread  themselves  over  this  new  battle- 
field of  the  Sioux  —  to  succor  the  wounded,  if 
there  were  any,  and  to  bury  the  dead.  The 
first  proved  unnecessary  because  there  was 
not  a  wounded  man  on  the  field;  the  Indians 
had  made  sure  work  of  them.  Fred  was  hunt- 
ing for  Guy.  He  was  not  among  those  who 
retreated  to  the  top  of  the  swell,  so  he  must 
be  among  the  dead  or  else  — 

"It  is  awful  to  think  of,"  murmured  Fred, 
who  was  almost  afraid  to  go  any  further,  for 
fear  that  his  prediction  might  come  out  true. 
"I  declare,  there  is  his  horse.  Shot  through 
the  head.    But  where  is  Guy?" 
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Tom,  the  horse  which  Guy  had  told  the 
Colonel  could  beat  any  Indian  pony  that  ever 
lived,  had  met  his  end  at  last,  but  his  rider 
was  gone.  His  saddlebags  were  there,  but 
everything  in  the  way  of  weapons  had  disap- 
peared. Guy  had  been  carried  away  by  the 
Sioux,  w4ien  they  retreated.  While  Fred  stood 
wondering  what  was  to  be  his  fate,  one  of  the 
soldiers  who  had  been  at  the  Fort  at  the  time 
of  the  massacre  stepped  up  and  touched  his 
cap  to  him. 

"Did  you  know  Cyrus,  sir?"  said  he. 

"Cyrus? "  repeated  Fred.  "What  was  his 
other  name? " 

"  He  hasn't  any  that  I  know  of,  sir,"  replied 
the  soldier.  "I  just  wanted  to  tell  you  that 
he  is  among  the  dead." 

Fred  accompanied  the  soldier  to  the  spot 
where  Cyrus  lay,  but  he  took  one  look  at  him 
before  he  turned  away.  He  did  not  want  to 
see  any  more  of  a  battlefield,  and  he  would 
have  been  glad,  if  he  had  never  seen  it  at  all. 
Cyrus   lay   as  he  had  fallen  from  his  horse, 
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with  a  scowl  of  hatred  upon  his  features,  and 
the  mark  upon  his  shirt  just  above  his  heart 
told  how  he  had  given  up  his  life. 

"Why  don't  we  fall  in  and  go  away  from 
here ?'^  said  Fred  impatiently.  "I  wish  I  were 
back  at  the  Fort." 

"This  isn't  anything  to  what  the  old  battle- 
field was,  sir.  With  Mr.  Preston  gone  and 
Cyrus  done  up  for  good,  it  seems  as  though 
we  have  lost  everything  worth  living  for." 

And  where  was  Guy  Preston  during  all  this 
time  ?  He  fell  in  with  his  men  in  response 
to  the  call  and  rode  away  on  the  right  to 
keep  watch  for  the  Sioux.  Their  squad  of 
twenty  men  was  led  by  a  First  Lieutenant,  a 
bold  fighter,  but  rather  inexperienced,  so  far 
as  Indian  tactics  were  concerned.  But  Cyrus 
was  with  him,  and  if  the  Lieutenant  followed 
his  advice,  it  was  likely  that  he  would  keep 
out  of  trouble.  Until  twelve  o'clock  they  saw 
nothing  but  the  prairie  on  each  side  of  them; 
they  thought  that  they  were  alone,  but  Cyrus 
thought  he  knew  a  little  better  than  that. 
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"You  can't  always  tell  about  these  thievish 
rascals  that  we  are  after,"  said  he,  as  he  rode 
forward  with  the  officer.  "Now  there  is  a 
place  that  is  the  best  kind  for  an  ambush. 
When  you  come  to  a  deep  gully  like  that, 
you  want  to  do  one  of  two  things:  either 
keep  out  of  the  way  of  it  entirely,  or  go 
a  mile  or  two  above  the  opening  and  cross 
there." 

**Why,  if  there  were  any  Sioux  in  there, 
they  would  get  out,"  said  the  Lieutenant. 

"Of  course,  and  that  is  what  you  want.  If 
the  Indians  were  in  there,  they  would  be 
right  in  the  mouth  of  the  gully;  and  they  are 
too  sharp  to  let  you  get  behind  them.  They 
would  dig  out." 

This  advice  was  all  right,  if  the  Lieutenant 
bad  seen  fit  to  follow  it;  but  he  chose  to  do 
as  he  pleased  about  keeping  away  from  the 
ravines.  Three  or  four  of  them  were  passed 
in  this  way  and  still  he  saw  no  Sioux;  and 
finally  he  began  to  think  that  Cyrus  was  talk- 
ing merely  because  he  had  nothing  else  to  do. 


A  PRISONER  AT  LAST  27 1 

Of  course  this  made  Cyrus  very  angry,  and  he 
fell  back  until  he  could  speak  to  Guy. 

"  That  Lieutenant  knows  more  than  anybody 
else  on  the  job,"  said  he,  "but  you  will  see 
some  fun  before  long." 

''  I  suppose  that  he  thinks  the  hostiles  are 
all  in  the  'bad  lands/"  replied  Guy.  ''They 
would  not  come  out  just  to  follow  us  up,  would 
they?" 

"  The  only  safe  Indian  is  a  dead  Indian.  Of 
course  they  would  come  out  even  for  the  sake 
of  shooting  at  us.  There  !  What  did  I  tell 
you?    We  are  gone  up." 

While  Cyrus  was  talking  in  this  way  the 
squad  happened  to  cross  one  of  those  ravines 
that  opened  into  the  prairie  along  which  they 
were  traveling,  and  seemed  to  be  deserted  like 
the  rest ;  but  in  an  instant  it  became  alive 
with  Sioux.  They  did  not  yell  when  they 
made  their  charge  as  they  almost  always  did, 
for  they  did  not  want  the  men  who  were  be- 
hind the  swells  to  know  anything  about  their 
attack  until  they  were  through  with  it,  but 
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came  out  silently  and  swiftly  and  opened  fire 
upon  the  soldiers  before  they  knew  it.  It 
seemed  as  if  half  the  men  and  horses  went 
down  at  the  first  volley.  The  Lieutenant  was 
greatly  surprised,  but  he  was  still  untouched, 
and  prepared  to  do  his  duty  as  any  soldier 
should. 

''Steady,  there!"  he  shouted.  "Right  front 
into  line !  Revolvers!  Give  them  the  best 
you've  got!" 

The  next  moment  the  oflBcer  raised  his  hands 
above  his  head  and  fell  from  his  horse,  but 
the  rest  of  the  soldiers  heard  his  command 
and  obeyed  it.  When  Guy  was  fairly  turned 
toward  the  Indians  he  was  thunderstruck,  for 
there  seemed  to  be  no  end  to  them.  He  had 
just  time  to  draw  his  revolver  and  fire  twice, 
when  he  felt  himself  pitched  headlong  on  the 
prairie.  Tom  would  never  get  frightened  and 
run  away  with  him  again.  Guy  w^as  stunned, 
so  forcibly  had  he  struck  the  ground,  and  be- 
fore he  could  get  his  wits  about  him  or  make 
a  move  to  draw  that  loaded  Derringer  he  car- 
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ried  in  his  hip  pocket,  he  felt  himself  seized 
by  the  collar  and  lifted  bodily  from  the  ground. 
To  be  sure  he  struggled  and  made  an  effort 
to  get  hold  of  his  saber  which  hung  from  his 
wrist,  but  of  what  use  was  it  while  he  was 
taken  at  every  disadvantage?  Ere  he  was 
aware  of  it,  he  had  been  thrown  across  a 
mustang  in  front  of  a  stalwart  rider,  his  feet 
swaying  from  one  side  of  the  horse  and  hi& 
head  bobbing  up  and  down  on  the  other, 
and  was  being  carried  rapidly  away.  He  was 
helpless.  The  warrior  held  him  by  the  throat 
with  one  hand  and  with  the  other  hand  he 
lifted  his  rifle  and  shook  it  at  the  soldiers, 
while  he  raised  a  shout  of  defiance  at  them. 
The  soldiers  saw  Guy  as  he  was  carried  away 
in  this  manner,  and  more  than  one  bullet  sped 
toward  the  brave  that  had  captured  him ;  but 
in  their  excitement  the  soldiers  all  shot  wild. 
Guy  was  a  prisoner  now,  and  his  medicine 
that  had  been  given  to  him  by  Winged  Ar- 
row was  the  only  thing  that  could  avail  him. 

Was  that  medicine  strong  enough  to  help  him? 
18 


CHAPTER    XIX. 
Conclusion 

IT  SEEMED  to  Guj  Preston  that  the  rider  who 
held  him  in  position  on  his  mustang  would 
break  his  body  in  two  before  his  horse  had 
taken  many  more  of  his  frantic  leaps.  You 
will  remember  that  the  only  place  he  touched 
the  horse  was  on  the  small  of  his  back,  with 
his  head  dangling  on  one  side  of  it  and  his 
feet  on  the  other;  but  it  seemed  to  be  all  one 
to  the  warrior,  who  shook  his  rifle  and  shouted 
at  the  soldiers  as  if  he  were  in  high  glee.  He 
struggled  to  the  best  of  his  ability,  and  when 
at  last  it  seemed  to  him  that  he  would  grow 
wild  over  the  agony  he  was  in,  everything 
grew  blank  to  him,  and  from  that  time  he 
was  as  helpless  as  a  dead  boy.  He  knew 
nothing  of  the  efforts  the  cavalry  had  made 

to  rescue  him;  and  when  his  captor  wanted 

(274) 
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to  stop  to  breathe  his  horse,  he  threw  the 
boy  to  the  ground  as  if  he  had  been  a  bag  of 
corn.  The  motion  seemed  to  revive  Guy.  He 
struck  on  his  feet,  made  three  or  four  efforts 
to  recover  himself,  and  then  sank  down,  re- 
gardless of  his  fate. 

The  warriors  had  all  stopped  to  rest  their 
horses,  for  they  believed  that  the  pursuit  was 
over.  The  spot  where  they  paused  was  in  one 
of  the  ravines  that  led  to  the  ''bad  lands," 
and  while  one  or  two  of  their  number  re- 
mained on  the  hills  to  note  the  movements 
of  their  pursuers,  the  others  gathered  around 
their  prisoners  and  went  into  ecstasies  over 
them. 

"  Hoopla !  '^  said  one  who  seemed  to  have  a 
little  smattering  of  English.  "Nice  time  the 
squaws  have  to-night.  Take  um  scalp  and 
burn  um." 

These  words  aroused  Guy  and  he  sat  up  on 
the  ground.  He  thought  of  Winged  Arrow's 
medicine,  and  put  his  hand  into  his  pocket 
to   see   if  he  could   find  it;   but  the  Indians, 
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believing  that  he  was  looking  for  a  weapon, 
rushed  upon  him  and  stretched  him  again 
upon  the  earth,  while  one  drew  his  scalping 
knife  and  yelled  as  if  he  were  going  to  use 
it.  He  seized  Guy  by  the  hair  and  passed  his 
knife  around  it,  and  when  he  arose  to  his 
feet  he  had  a  handful  of  it,  which  he  shook 
in  the  boy's  face.  Guy's  heart  seemed  to  stop 
beating.  Were  his  captors  going  to  scalp  him 
alive?  He  put  his  hand  to  his  head  and 
found,  greatly  to  his  relief,  that  although  his 
hair  was  gone,  his  skin  was  there  as  usual. 
A  roar  of  laughter  was  the  result,  and  when 
it  was  ended  one  of  the  braves  said:  — 

"Brave  boy.  To-night  stake  him  out  on 
ground.    Then  take  scalp  sure  enough." 

It  was  something  to  know  that  they  were 
going  to  take  him  to  the  village  before  they 
began  torturing  him,  and  Guy  at  once  became 
more  at  his  ease  and  began  to  look  around 
among  his  captors  to  see  if  Winged  Arrow 
was  there.  He  did  not  see  him,  and  he  con- 
cluded that  he  would  let  his  letter  go  until 
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he  could  see  him  or  find  some  means  to 
send  it  to  him.  What  was  the  reason  he  had 
not  asked  him  his  name  in  Indian  when  he 
met  him  there  on  the  plains?  That  would 
have  reached  him  sure,  and  he  resolved  to  try 
it  in  English.  Perhaps  the  Indians  knew 
enough  of  that  tongue  to  recognize  it.  The 
Sioux  were  sitting  down  in  a  circle  and  some 
of  them  were  getting  out  their  pipes  to  in- 
dulge in  a  smoke. 

"Do  any  of  you  know  English?"  he  asked 
at  a  venture. 

"Oh.  yes,  me  know  it/'  said  one  of  the  In- 
dians, tapping  his  breast  with  his  hand.  "  Me 
know  English  a  heap.'' 

"Then  perhaps  you  know  Winged  Arrow,"^ 
said  Guy.    "He  is  my  friend." 

Guy  did  not  see  what  there  was  in  this  to 
excite  the  laughter  of  the  Indians,  but  it 
raised  it  sure  enough,  and  his  captors  began, 
passing  some  remarks  about  him  in  their  na- 
tive tongue  which  made  them  laugh  louder 
than  ever.    Guy  gave  it   up   in   despair,  an4 
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settled  back  on  the  ground  again.  The  Indians 
either  could  not  or  would  not  understand 
what  he  was  trying  to  get  at,  and  it  was  use- 
less to  try  them  further.  His  mind  was  so 
busy  with  his  own  affairs  that  he  had  not 
thought  to  see  if  there  were  other  prisoners 
in  the  party,  but  now  he  found  that  there 
were  tw^o — one  a  member  of  his  own  com- 
pany, who  had  evidently  been  worse  treated 
than  Guy  was,  for  he  lay  upon  the  ground  as 
motionless  as  if  he  were  dead.  Guy  got  up 
and  went  to  him.  He  could  not  bear  to  see 
one  of  his  own  kind  used  as  bad  as  he  was 
without  saying  something  to  him. 

*'0h,  sir,  we  are  gone  up  now,"  said  the 
soldier,  in  a  faint  voice.     *'My  back  is  broken." 

"  I  guess  I  know  about  how  you  feel,  for  my 
back  is  feeling  the  same  way,"  replied  Guy. 
"Brace  up,  and  never  say  die.  When  we  get 
to  their  village,  I  will  see  what  I  can  do  toward 
effecting  our  release." 

"Oh,  if  you  could  do  that,  you  would  win 
my  everlasting  gratitude.     I  can't  bear  to  be 
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tied  up  and  burned,  just  because  I  happen  to 
wear  the  blue.  Have  you  a  drink  of  water 
about  you,  sir? " 

Water  was  something  that  Guy  did  not  have, 
and  he  began  to  feel  as  though  he  would  like 
a  drink  himself.  He  approached  the  Indians, 
who  were  now  sitting  on  the  ground  engaged 
in  the  formality  of  smoking,  and  holding  his 
right  hand  as  if  he  were  grasping  a  cup,  car- 
ried it  to  his  mouth  and  turned  it  up  as  if 
drinking  from  it.  He  knew  this  much  of  the 
signs  that  Cyrus  had  taught  him.  One  of  the 
Sioux  immediately  said  something  in  his  own 
tongue  and  pointed  down  the  gully,  and  then 
went  on  with  his  smokinsr. 

"  There  is  not  any  v/ater  here,"  said  Guy,  re- 
turning to  the  soldier.  "We  must  wait  until 
we  reach  the  village.  Now  brace  up,  and  don't 
let  these  people  see  that  you  are  afraid  of 
them.  If  you  do  they  will  torment  you  in 
every  way  that  they  can  think  of." 

When  Guy  went  to  speak  a  word  of  encour- 
agement to  the  other  prisoner,  he  cast  his  eyes 
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around  among  the  horses  that  were  standing 
a  little  distance  away,  and  saw  that  there 
were  five  of  them  that  belonged  to  the  gov- 
ernment. There  were  thirty  of  the  Indian 
ponies,  and  twenty-eight  savages  sitting  in 
that  circle  on  that  ground;  and  by  counting 
the  two  who  had  been  sent  out  as  look-outs, 
it  proved  to  his  satisfaction  that  the  Sioux 
made  that  attack  upon  the  cavalry  and  came 
off  without  losing  a  man.  No  wonder  that 
they  felt  jolly  over  it. 

Guy  spoke  such  words  to  the  other  captive 
as  he  thought  would  serve  to  encourage  him 
in  the  ordeal  which  he  knew  was  coming,  and 
by  that  time  the  lookouts  came  in  from  the 
hills  and  the  Indians  all  got  up  in  readiness 
to  resume  their  march  to  the  village.  But 
before  they  went  they  determined  to  examine 
the  pockets  of  their  captives  and  see  what 
they  could  find  that  was  worth  stealing.  In 
obedience  to  a  sign  from  one  of  his  captors, 
Guy  got  up  and  the  Indian  thrust  his  brawny 
arm  into  his  pants.    His  pocketbook  was  the 
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first  thing  he  pulled  out.  The  small  amount 
of  money  that  Guy  had  was  looked  at  and 
thrown  aside,  the  Indian  not  knowing  what 
the  bills  were.  The  next  thing  was  Winged 
Arrow's  medicine;  and  when  the  savage  un- 
folded that  and  looked  at  it,  he  uttered  a 
grunt  which  brought  all  his  companions  to 
his  side.  Guy's  heart  beat  against  his  ribs 
with  a  sound  like  a  trip  hammer,  for  he  knew 
that  something  was  going  to  happen  now. 
First  one  Indian  examined  it  and  then  an- 
other, all  uttered  grunts  indicative  of  surprise 
or  indignation,  he  couldn't  tell  which,  and 
another  savage,  the  same  one  who  had  gone 
through  the  motions  of  scalping  him  before 
and  was  ready  to  do  it  again,  for  he  held  his 
knife  in  his  hand,  quietly  put  it  in  his  belt 
and  made  no  move  toward  Guy.  The  Indians 
now  became  excited  and  wanted  to  get  to 
their  village  as  soon  as  possible.  The  talking 
and  laughing  suddenly  ceased.  The  horses 
were  brought  up  and  at  a  sign  Guy  and  one 
prisoner  mounted  ;    and  when   it  came  to  the 
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captive  who  was  too  weak  to  help  himself,  he 
was  not  jerked  and  hauled  around  as  he  was 
before,  but  an  Indian  lifted  him  in  his  arms 
and  put  him  on  the  horse  as  tenderly  as  if 
he  had  been  an  infant.  There  was  something 
in  A¥inged  Arrow's  medicine  after  all,  and 
when  he  saw  how  prompt  the  savages  were 
to  obey  it,  it  made  the  chills  creep  all  over 
him. 

^'ISTo  one  need  ever  tell  me  again  that  the 
Sioux  are  nothing  but  savages,  and  have  no 
hearts  at  all  in  them,"  muttered  Guy,  as  he 
fell  in  Vv^ith  the  others  and  rode  down  the 
ravine.  "  But  that  paper  is  not  through  yet. 
If  it  pass  Red  Cloud  and  the  other  big  chiefs 
at  the  village,  I  shall  really  begin  to  believe 
there  is  something  in  Indian  medicine." 

The  ride  now  was  a  very  intricate  one,  and 
Guy  marveled  greatly  when  he  saw  the  In- 
dian who  was  leading  turn  first  into  one  gully 
and  then  into  another,  and  never  seem  to  be 
at  a  loss  which  way  to  go.  If  a  body  of  troops 
ever    got   in    there    with    Indians   all    around 


CONCLUSION  283 

them,  their  destruction  was  certain.  The 
next  thing  was  the  village  which  came  into 
view.  A  sudden  turning  of  one  of  the  gullies, 
when  everything  seemed  to  be  deserted,  and 
there  were  the  tepees  scattered  along  both 
banks  of  a  little  stream  which  came  murmur- 
ing down  from  the  hills.  That  was  too  much 
for  one  of  Guy's  companions  in  trouble.  He 
dismounted  from  his  horse,  stretched  himself 
out  at  full  length  beside  that  stream  and  drank 
as  if  he  had  not  seen  any  water  for  a  month. 
Guy's  fear  and  anxiety  increased  now,  for  he 
longed  to  see  Winged  Arrow,  to  tell  him  what 
had  been  done  with  his  medicine  and  to  ask 
him  if  there  were  the  least  grounds  for  hope 
for  any  prisoner  besides  himself.  Somehow 
he  could  not  get  it  out  of  his  mind  that  his 
men  had  seen  the  prairie  for  the  last  time, 
but  that  was  too  dreadful  to  think  of.  The 
Indians  along  the  stream  took  but  little  notice 
of  the  party  as  they  rode  through  the  village, 
with  the  exception  of  one  who  gazed  at  them 
as  if  there  were  something  on  his  mind.    This 


284  WINGED  ARROW'S  MEDICINE 

one  fell  in  behind  and  walked  along  with 
them  until  they  came  to  a  lodge  which  he 
entered  without  ceremony.  It  was  Reuben 
who  was  hunting  for  Winged  Arrow.  There 
was  something  aboat  Guy's  shoulder  straps 
which  attracted  his  attention,  and  he  wanted 
to  see  his  friend  before  it  was  too  late.  The 
lodge  he  entered  was  the  one  Winged  Arrow 
occupied,  and  he  found  that  person  just  get- 
ting ready  to  go  out. 

"He  has  come,"  said  Reuben. 

"So  I  have  heard,  and  I  am  going  to  see 
about  it,"  said  Winged  Arrow.  "  I  wonder  if 
he  has  that  letter  with  him." 

Reuben  shook  his  head.  He  did  not  know 
what  had  passed  between  the  Indians  and 
their  captives  on  the  way  up. 

"It  will  be  hard  enough  for  me  to  help 
him,  even  if  he  has  it  with  him,"  continued 
Winged  Arrow.  "But  if  he  has  forgotten  it, 
it  is  all  up  with  him." 

The  young  braves  hastily  left  the  lodge  and 
followed    along    after    the    party    until    they 
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came  up  with  them  standing  in  front  of  the 
chiefs  tepee.  One  glance  at  the  boy  who 
wore  the  shoulder  straps  and  Winged  Arrow 
saw  that  he  v/as  the  same  one  he  had  once 
met  on  the  prairie.  Guy  saw  and  recog- 
nized him  at  the  same  moment,  and  some- 
thing like  a  smile  of  confidence  lit  up  his 
face. 

"I  am  sorry  to  see  you  here,"  said  Winged 
Arrow;  and  his  face  assumed  a  gloomy  ex- 
pression. 

*'And  I  am  sorry  to  be  here,"  said  Guy. 
**Now  we  will  see  if  your  medicine  amounts 
to  anything.  There  are  three  prisoners 
here " 

Winged  Arrow  turned  his  head  away  and 
raised  his  hand,  as  if  motioning  for  Guy  to 
stop. 

"If  I  can  get  you  out  safe,  you  must  be 
satisfied,"  said  he.  "I  had  hard  work  to  get 
that  other  man  free,  and  I  don't  know 
whether  I  shall  make  it  with  you  or  not." 

Guy   lost   ail    his   confidence   from   hearing 
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Winged  Arrow  talk  this  way,  and  he  began 
to  think  that  his  own  escape,  which  had 
seemed  so  bright  when  Winged  Arrow  first 
came  there,  was  not  so  sure  after  all.  He 
watched  his  friend  go  into  the  chief's  tepee, 
and  from  what  he  had  read  he  knew  that  no 
one  had  a  right  to  do  that,  and  in  about  five 
minutes  he  came  out  again;  but  his  face  was 
still  gloomy. 

"Get  off  that  horse  and  come  with  me,''  was 
what  he  said  to  Guy. 

The  boy  lost  no  time  in  obeying  him.  He 
saw  that  his  first  object  must  be  to  get  out 
of  sight  of  the  Sioux,  and  he  soon  saw  the 
necessity  for  that,  for  savage  glances  were 
cast  upon  him  as  he  passed  along,  and  he  re- 
mained close  at  Winged  Arrow's  heels,  while 
he  led  the  way  toward  his  father's  lodge. 
Once  inside,  he  breathed  more  freely,  although 
he  was  ushered  right  into  the  midst  of  the 
Medicine  Man's  family.  He  did  not  have  time 
to  see  who  was  there,  but  followed  his  guide 
to  a  remote  corner   of   the   tepee   and   seated 
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himself  on  a  pile  of  blankets  pointed  out  to 
him. 

'*Now  whatever  happens,  don't  open  your 
head,"  said  Winged  Arrow.  "Don't  say  one 
word  to  me.  If  you  go  out  of  here  without 
me,  you  are  gone." 

The  Death  Angel  never  came  so  close  to 
Guy  Preston  as  he  did  then.  He  felt  in 
his  hip  pocket  for  the  loaded  Derringer  he 
had  taken  pains  to  keep  about  him,  but  re- 
membered that  it  had  fallen  out  during  that 
wild  ride  after  he  was  captured,  and  now  noth^ 
ing  remained  for  him  but  that  letter.  He 
noticed  that  Winged  Arrow  did  not  go  any 
further  than  the  entrance  of  the  lodge.  He 
took  his  rifle  with  the  air  of  one  who  would 
use  it  if  he  found  it  necessary,  and  seated 
himself  just  inside  the  flap  door  and  watched 
everybody  that  came  in  or  went  out.  It  looked 
as  though  Winged  Arrow  was  going  to  fight 
to  retain  possession  of  him.  He  listened,  but 
could  hear  no  signs  of  what  had  been  done 
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with  the  captives  outside.  They  had  been 
taken  away,  and  Guy  told  himself  that  he 
had  seen  them  for  the  last  time. 

It  was  pretty  nearly  night  when  these  events 
happened,  and  if  the  hours  were  long  to  Guy 
they  must  have  been  doubly  so  to  Winged 
Arrow,  who  never  changed  his  position  after 
he  seated  himself.  The  Sioux  came  in  and 
cooked  their  meals  as  they  wanted  them,  but 
nobody  offered  Guy  a  morsel.  In  fact  he  did 
not  want  anything,  for  he  was  so  completely 
wrapped  up  in  thoughts  of  escape.  At  length 
the  door  w^as  raised  and  a  bundle  of  some- 
thing was  thrust  into  Winged  Arrow's  hands. 
He  took  it  immediately  and  came  over  to 
Guy. 

"Put  these  on,"  said  he,  in  a  hurried  whis- 
per.   "Be  quick.'* 

Just  then  someone  outside  set  up  a  rapid 
beating  on  the  tom-tom,  and  Guy  thought  that 
it  was  the  signal  for  something  of  which  he 
did  not  like  to  think;  but  it  was  a  notice 
that    the   social   dances,  which  were    now  in 
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vogue,  were  about  to  commence.  The  fate  of 
the   captives   had  not  yet  been  decided   upon. 

With  nervous  haste  Guy  unfolded  the  bundle 
and  found  an  Indian  blanket,  a  pair  of  leg- 
gings, and  moccasins.  He  looked  at  Winged 
Arrow  and  saw  that  he  was  standing  erect 
and  had  enveloped  himself  in  another  blanket, 
so  that  nothing  but  his  face  could  be  seen. 
Guy  was  quick  to  follow  his  motions,  and 
when  the  change  had  been  effected  no  one 
could  have  told  which  of  the  two  was  the  In- 
dian and  which  the  white  boy.  The  other 
Sioux  sitting  around  in  the  tepee  made  no  re- 
mark regarding  the  change,  and,  feeling  greatly 
encouraged,  Guy  walked  over  to  his  friend  and 
followed  him  outside  into  the  darkness. 

"  Keep  still,"  was  what  Yf  inged  Arrow  whis- 
pered to  him.     "Do  just  as  I  do." 

The  tepees  were  all  deserted  by  the  Indians, 
their  owners  having  gone  to  the  further  end 
of  the  village  to  engage  in  the  dance,  and  no 
one  saw  them  as  they  passed.  A  little  fur- 
ther on  and  somebody  with  a  horse  loomed 
19 
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through  the  darkness.  He  kept  on  ahead  of 
them,  not  a  word  was  exchanged  between  the 
two,  and  it  was  evident  that  he  was  in  the 
plot,  if  that  was  what  Winged  Arrow's  move- 
ment proved  to  be.  For  two  hours  they  walked, 
and  then  the  prairie  came  into  view.  Then 
the  horseman  stopped  and  Winged  Arrow  and 
Guy  v/ent  up  beside  him. 

''  There,  sir,  you  are  free,"  said  the  young  In- 
dian. "Don't  stop  to  talk,  but  get  on  and  do 
your  best.     Don't  you  be  caught  again." 

It  did  not  seem  to  Guy  Preston  that  he 
could  leave  his  friend  without  making  some 
acknowledgment.  He  did  not  "stop  to  talk," 
but  he  thrust  out  his  hand  which  Winged  Ar- 
row took  and  shook  warmly. 

"Which  way?"  said  he. 

"That  way,"  replied  the  Indian,  pointing 
straight  over  the  prairie. 

It  occurred  to  Guy  to  ask  Winged  Arrow 
what  he  and  his  friend  were  going  to  do  when 
it  became  known  among  the  Sioux  that  one 
of   their   captives    had   slipped   through   their 
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hands,  but  before  he  could  form  the  question 
he  was  standing  there  alone.  The  Indians 
had  vanished  in  the  darkness. 

To  jump  upon  his  horse  and  start  him  in 
the  direction  he  had  been  told  to  go  was  done 
in  less  time  than  we  have  taken  to  tell  it. 
Have  you  ever  seen  the  prairie?  If  so  you 
can  have  some  idea  of  what  Guy  had  to  go 
through.  It  was  the  same  thing  over  and 
over  again.  Every  little  hill  he  mounted 
when  daylight  came  revealed  nothing  but  a 
lonely  waste  with  not  a  living  thing  in  sight. 
And  so  it  was  during  the  whole  of  that  day 
until  the  light  faded  away  and  darkness  be- 
gan to  settle  down  on  the  plain.  Then  Guy 
thought  he  saw  a  horseman  on  a  distant 
swell.  He  stopped  and  looked  at  him,  but  the 
horseman,  if  such  it  were,  did  not  move. 

"Is  it  a  Sioux  or  a  white  man?"  said  Guy 
to  himself.  "I  can't  be  worse  off  than  I  am 
now,  and  so  I  will  go  and  see  who  it  is." 

For  the  first  time  he  put  his  horse  in  a 
lope,  keeping  his  eye  on  the  object  and  wait- 
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ing  to  see  what  he  was  going  to  do.  At 
length  another  object  appeared  by  the  side  of 
the  first,  and  something  that  hung  down  by 
his  horse  attracted  the  attention  of  Guy,  and 
led  him  to  swing  his  blanket  around  his  head. 
It  was  a  cavalry  saber,  and  showed  Guy  that 
he  was  among  friends. 

We  cannot  stop  to  tell  how  Guy  Preston 
was  received  by  the  men  who  had  long  ago 
made  up  their  minds  that  they  had  seen  the 
last  of  him.  The  expedition  had  stopped  to 
bury  their  dead  and  had  just  gone  into  camp. 
Guy  said  that  the  two  prisoners  who  were 
captured  at  the  same  time  he  was  were  in 
the  hands  of  the  Sioux  yet,  and  he  could  not 
tell  what  was  to  become  of  them,  and  neither 
did  he  know  what  would  be  done  with  Winged 
Arrow  and  his  friend  for  assisting  one  captive 
to  escape.  When  he  reached  the  Fort,  Colo- 
nel Carrington  listened  in  surprise  to  the 
story  of  his  release,  and  declared  his  belief 
that  there  was  something  in  Winged  Ar- 
row's medicine  after  all.    He  moved  back   to 
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Nebraska  in  the  early  spring,  after  Fort  Phil 
Kearney  had  been  demolished.  His  superiors 
blamed  him  for  Colonel  Fetterman's  defeat. 
They  did  him  an  injustice,  for  it  was  Eed 
Cloud's  ability  and  strength  that  won  the 
day. 


THE  END 
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